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PREFACE. 

It is so difficult to give an appropriate 
title to the volume now presented to the 
public, that (he author finds it necessary to 
explain himself in a Preface. 

Translations the following productions are 
not intended to be, — or but few of them: — 
I consider translation, literal and spiritual^ 
as a higher and more important department 
of national literature than it has been ge^ 
nerally esteemed, or than I would venture 
to interfere with. Neither am I entitled 
to call (hem Imitations, as I have generally, 
and particularly in some of (he Odes of 



PREFACE. 

Horace, and some pieces from trifles 
scarcely worth importation, altered totally 
the application, diction, and even manner of 
the piece I have '' done into English." 

All that I would say is, that the pieces 
are not original, though so far tampered 
with, according to the caprice of the minute, 
that I am afraid I must adopt their faults 



Callak, Ireland, 

June 24th, 1824. 
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ERRATA. 

fAOU UNB 

32, 6, dele , and insert ? after his 

— 7, insert ; nfter/i^ee 

33» 12, Insert ! after love 

34y 5, for tei read «t/ 

34, 8, insert , after /iour 

34, lO, dele ; and insert , 

35, 7, insert , after vain 

37, 9, iusert , after bear 
did, 3, dele , after tide 

38, last line, dele , after hrow 
46, 16, iusert , after taught 
48, last line, for breakt read break 
5i, 8, insert " after night ! 

58, l7, insert , after cup and around 

6i, 11, for wish read HAe 

63, 15, dele ? after brought 

66, 13, insert , after hung 

7%, 5, dele ; after deedt 

83, 14, dele second and 

86, 8, insert me after bear 

89, 13, dele , after halit 

93, 1, insert , after Umd 

— 2, insert , after bark 



ERRATA. 

PAOB LINK 

93, 7, insert , after around and strife 

— 11, insert , after waves 

94, 15, insert , after collected 

— 17, for trumpet's read tempesVs 
99, 5, insert , after /«/rf 

— 6, insert ; after own 

tt)0, 9, dele , after jfeti & insert it aftertcAo 

— 16, for thine read hu; & for Ms read t/tjf 
114, last tine, dele ; after eyes; and insert , 

122, for dence read device 

123, 13, insert , after />ar^ 

124, 6, dele s in prayers 

-— 11, insert , after And and heart 

140, last line, insert , after lie 



By a mistake in the progress of the printing (owing to 
the long intervals caused by the transmission of proofs 
for correction) the piece entitled *' From Ossiau*s Dar- 
thnla,*' in page 49, has been repeated in page 142. 



PARAPHRASES, TRANSLATIONS, 



FROM THE LATIN OF CATULLUS. 

She swore by every sacred shrine 

To love no heart or lip but mine ; 

She said, that for my love alone 

She could reject earth's proflfered throne ; — 

She said, and whispering swore ; — ^but how 

Shall I believe a woman's vow ? ' 

Words will outlive a woman's faith. 

It fleets before her uttered breath ; 

The viewless winds or rolling seas 

Are tablets meet for vows like these ! 

B 



TROM THE FRENCH. 



J*»iaie on boudoir 6troit qamn demi-jour teUlre, fcc. &c. 

LbTTBBS d'ElCILIB. 



In mighty halls, where luxury 
Shone glittering onioydasisled e^e, 
In all that thereeatrnna^'I viewjad» 
I found no charm ib»t oould impart 
It's magic to my lonely heart, 
That wandeiped-a3 indEtolituder 
And felt as if it strove to mam 
In vain through all thatjmple dome! 

In such retreats^as those I love 

My heart is tbere» nor strives to nwe 
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Beyond the one^ wboqe djght<»t word» 
Or less than word, whose j^b aloae» 
Or breath, mnid the .silence hieard, 
Comes vibrating unth magic tone 
Upon the heart that .seems to share 
In joy or pain more deeply there. 

Oh ! if to me the bliss were given 
With thee such dear delights to prove, 
No prouder gift of lib^al heaven 
Should tempt my heart agifip^ to rove: 
The temple, or the gilded hall, 
Domes, palaces, were worthless all 
To bowers made lovely by my love : 
With thee there I might wish to live. 
With thee there I might hope to die, 
To thee my last fond gaze I'd give, 
And hear the name I worshipped strive 
For utterance-in my dying sigh ! — 



The spring-bird over stormy seas, 
By trackless ways, firom milder climes, 
l^reads her soft pinions to the breeze,-^ 
And, led by fond regrets, she flees 

Back to the home of other times ; — 

» 

So there, upon the west wind's wing, 
From worlds of peace and endless bliss, 
My fluttering soul should fondly spring 
Back to the lost delights of this, 
And come to shed one sigh above 
Our home of friendship and of love ! 



FROM THE GREEK OF ANACREON. 



Thet say that captive love, bound &8t by many a 

wreathed flower, 
Was given as a slave to serve in Beauty's rosy bower ; 
His mother, bright-eyed Venus, when she heard ^6w 

this was done. 
Brought thither all her &irest gifb to ransom forth 

her son; 
But no ! the boy refuses, and he hugs his golden chain. 
And he says that, free or captive, still with Beauty he'll 

remain ! 



FROM THE ITALIAN OF PETRARCA. 



Solo e penaoso i pin deserti camp! 

Vo misarando a pass! tardi e lenti. Sec. &c. 



Pensive and lonely through the loneliest plains. 

With drooping head and measured st^ps, I go. 

And seek, with eyes fixed on the sand helow, 

If on that soil no trace of man remains. 

I find no other means to hurst the chuns 

That hind me still where gazing eyes may view 

My sleep o'er dreams of joy, — and, searching through. 

Read from without the fire that in hie reigns ; — 

For I helieve, that, in the deep green wood, 

Or in the valley, hy the fountain's side, 

Or hy the rushing of the ocean flood, 

(Though such wild haunts have all in vain heen tried, 

And there love revels in his wildest mood,) 

My heart is read hy them, unseen hy all heside i — 



FROM THE FRENCH. 



The original outline is in tlie " Ai.iiamach dbs Musbs." 



Come o'er me, come ! — delightful beams, 
That bring the visions of the past ; 
And bless my lonely sleep with dreams 
Of hopes and joys too sweet to last ; 
Bring round my couch the spealung eyes, 
The enchanting blush, the burning sighs, 
Their witchery o'er my heart that cast ; 
Bring every shrine I bowed before, — 
Bring every charm, — ^that charms no more! 

Who comes? — with locks that darkly flow 
Along her breast of shadowed snow, 
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And brow more white, more purely fair, 
Than even the snows that mantle there ; 
Upon her cheek a blush is shed, 
And downwards her dark eyes decline ; 
And o'er that cheek's pure radiance spread 
Floats each dark eye-lash, long and fine ; 
Her harp, upon that heaving breast 
Upon whose snows 'twere heaven to die. 
Seems mid her flowing locks to rest, 
And ever to her wild bright eye 
Flashes the soul of poesy; 
Her fair arms o'er the chords she flings 
And wantons with the speaking strings 
That seem the enchantress to obey. 
Hush ! — 'tis the Bong I loved she sings : 
It melts, — ^it dies, — she fleets away ! 
Youth's earliest love,— fiurewell ! — fiurewell ! 
Upon my path no star hath shone. 
With beauty's light or passion's speU, 
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So purely bright, save thine alone ! — 

It seems as if the very tone 

'That wakes the virgin harp, must sweep 

Half of it's music from Che frame ; 

It's voice may thrill as wild and deep, 

But not so sweet, — no, not the same ! 

No more with magic new and high 

Floats forth it's native melody. 

But thenceforth every note that wrings 

Their music from the sounding strings 

Again shall seem to strain the lyre. 

Till all its harmony expire, _ 

And heart and harp no more reply 

To each wild hand and wilder eye. 

That once might boast the power and skill 

To rouse their pulse, to wake their thrill.-— 

Another comes ! with pensive light 
On earth her eyes of azure rest,. 

B 2 
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And on her foreliead pak and white 
Deep mehincholy seems imprest ; 
The May-flowers wreathed amid her hair^ 
Seem not more graceful, not mor6 &ir ; 
And slow and still dbe glides along, 
A form of light, a theme for 8<Mig. 
Oh ! vainly loy'd, and idly sought^ 
If still thine home be here below, 
Thou deemest not that many a thought. 
Unbidden all, to thee can flow. 
I loved thee, and I knew not why. 
Save only that no hope was mine ; 
I loved thee, and even now coidd fly 
To perish at the self «ame shrine 
Where <once I knelt, with dazsled eye 
Turned from the fiur divinity. 

And thou! and thou! What <dost diou here ? 
So madly lov'd, so blindly dear ? 



tmmammttiamtmim'^ttBtmm^^mmmmmmmm^f^^mmmmmm^^mmmmmf^^^'^rm 
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Comest thou^ with syren eje, to weep 
Above the wreck thy fidsdiood wrought? 
Or waken from the tomb of sleep 
The passions that thy fiilsehood tan^t 
To weave their meiandiQly strain 
O'er hopes created and in vain ? 
Oh ! never, when in after days, 
In all convicti<m's mid-day blase, 
Forth flashes on the mourner's eye 
The world's cold bright reality, 
Comes there a pang so deep, so real. 
As that, the first young hearts must feel, 
That strikes like death, and strikes to win 
Our feelings from the world within, 
The hopes mysterious and unnamed. 
The dreams that youthful fimcy framed 
Ere love first drops his fairy plume. 
His breath of innocodt perfume, 
And seems like all that here we meet, 
To fleet and fiide because 'ds sweet. 
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And yet, when memory wanders bftck, 

Around thy form she loves to stray, 

And pauses on her varying track 

To hover round with fond dehiy 

The records of youth's loveliest hours, — 

The sun-gilt clouds,— the tombs midst flowers. 

And thou, my fond and faithful oael 
Least spoke of, and the least forgot, 
I long to go where thou art gone. 
Yet linger still where thou art not : — 
Another may become the bride 
Of him, who rather at thy side 
Would lie and clasp thy corse than share 
Life, love, and happiness with her. 
So be it ; — ^thou art not the less 
His life, his love, his happiness. 
Farewell!— and these mine ofierings be. 
Not song, but sighs and tears for the^l 
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Hence — ^^with your eyes and lips of love, 
Fair forms remembered all too well, 
Whose looks could tempt my soul to rove, 
And wreathed it, with resistless spell. 
In bonds so light, so bri^t to view, 
So strong, and yet so lovely f oo, 
That it seemed. sweet to wear the chain 
Your glances round my soul could strain. 
The bonds that beauty round me twined, 
Oft times would beauty's self unbind, 
And let her captive free again : 
Till once again her lure she sjnread, 
And back the wtUiag wanderer fled* 
To bear once more, her glittering chain. 
Oh ! beauty ! — ^frailest gift of heaven, 
A flower to gaze at only given, — 
Whence is thy power, that can control 
The wise one's miAd» the great one's soul. 
And turn the heart resolved aside ? 
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That mocks at reason's boasted sway» 
Makes passion's fiery thoughts obey, 
And turns to scorn ahnighty pride ? 
We know not, yet we kneel to thee ; 
Blindly thy victims come, nor see 
The snake beneath the roees hid| 
The dagger wreathed the leaves amid ; 
They drain the honey-«up, nor know 
The poisoned draught that runs below ! 
Kingdoms and kings are swept away ; 
The gods man knelt to, frafl as they, 
In ruined shrines by the wild shore 
Receive their wonted rites no more, 
Yet love and b^uty stiU retain 
The limits of iheir ancient retgn I 
For me, if at that m^e shrine 
Too oft to knee), perhaps, was mine. 
How sooii liiose hours are iled ! 
Thy breath the very air petftoned, 



lA 



Thy flowers around my pathway blooraedy 
But whither hath t^ led ? 

Yety is there not an hour in store 
Of richer joys, of purer bliss, 
To shed it's veil of gladness o'er 
The cold remembrances of this? 
Is there no breast, upon whose heaving 
My head and heart may rest, believing 
That every sigh is sweet and pure. 
That there my hopes in peace secure 
May close their wearied wings, and rest 
For ever on that one loved breast ? 
Or is love all a dream, that flies 
Before the world, as round us rise 
Its thousand cold realities 7 
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FROM THE SPANISH. 

If I would shun thine eye, 

Where shall I flee ? 
For if I strive to fly 

Farther from thee, 
Still the souFs loosened wing- 

Flies back again, 
When her night visions bring^ 

Pleasure and pain I 

Thee in the wavmg grove 

Dreaming I see, 
Or in wild woods I rove 

Listening to thee; 
1 read, where'er I range, 

Thy fi»rm and name ; 
And, though the vision change,. 

Thou art the samel 
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If Ib the night my soul 

Ventures to .roam 
O'er the blue waves that raXk 

Round my fiir home. 
From die stars, that should be 

Ever their guide. 
Still my eyes turn to see 

Thine at my side ! 

When in my troubled dream 

Flutter afar 
Banners and plumes that seem 

Leading the war, 
Thou on the field or flood 

Still art a^ near; 
Even in the strife of blood 

Thou art still there ! 



18 

Yet thine eyes, wMe they rove^ 

Promise no bliss ; 
Nor on the lips* I love 

Hangs my fond kiss;-^— 
No! for my dreaming mind 

Dares not to stray 
Through the pure chains that bind 

Fancy by day ! 

Or if I whisper wild 

Wishes of fire, 
Thou hast not heard nor smiled 

On my desire. 
Ere, as the rose of mom 

Fades firom the day, 
So the hope newly born 

Melteth away ! 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



Yet, while to love we frame the fairy lay, 
And-round our theme, enamoured, fondly stray^ 
Forget we not that time's retiring wing 
No more those hours so sweet, so dear, shall bring : 
But each wild wave his pinion gives, is death 
To some sweet flower in youth's enchanted wreath ! 
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FROM THE ITALIAN OF GUARINI. 



O PrimaTenir-giowBta dell' uao, 

Bella madre di fiorl, 

Derbe novelle, e dl noyelll amori, 

Ta tornl ben, ma teco 

Non tornano 1 serenl 

EfortoBatidieidlmeigtoiil kt.hc, 

II Paitor vido. 



Welcome to thee, thou lovely spring! 

Earth's annual youth, so soon to fleet, 
Who in thy blooming train dost bring 

Fresh verdure, scenes renewed and sweet; 
Andy if my heart again might rove, 
Another hope, another love. 
Sweet spring, upon whose lovely breast 

The rosy flowers all smiling lie. 
And on their mother's bosom rest 

Each blushing head and deep blue eye, 



' 



^ 
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Welcome thou art ! — though not with thee 
Return the hours that wont to flee, 

On wings of peace and happiness, 
Tn other days, when life was young. 
And youth's warm heart too lightly sprung 

To welcome joys that cease to bless 
The heart whose pulse is cold and slow, 
To what it was long years ago ! 

Yes ! — thou retumest pure and sweet, ' 

Decked in the self-same blushing flowers. 
The same bright hues that wont to meet 

My gaze in youth's enraptured hours ; 
But not with thee returns the bliiis, . 
That gave its charm to scenes Vke this ; 

And whose long-loved remembnmoe seems 
Amid life's sorrows/to remain. 

And fresh and bright to shed its beams. 
In mockery of the sense of pain, 
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Recalling joyB that long have fled, 
Hopes perished, — ^passions cold s^id dead ! 

In earlier days I saw thee oome 

With hues as bright, the same pure blooni ; 

Still on my head thy floweiy wreath, 

Still on my lips thy scented breath. 

Seem pure and sweet, yet I no more 

May be what I have been before ; 

No second spring for me may shed 

It's freshness on my withered heart, 
Or bring, to crown my aching head. 

The hopes that I hare seen depajrt : 
Yet still, alas ! the same sweet scene 
Tells of the joys that once have been, 
Andoiot die less the scene isiair. 
And not the less these hopes were dear ! 






Alas ! alas ! — and jdiua caa fleet 

The love that.eeems.ao fm»MiA. sweet, 

As if its life of! hope .^ J9ty 

No ills could b%bt, posseswon^ eloy ! 

Twere better, then, if life might ifly 

Without one b^^am to wakea lov«, 
The sleeping snake might harmless lie, 

Nor teach our hearts his sting to prove. 
'Twere better, having once been blest, 
To die, nor sicken o'er the rest 
Of life's and love's satiety; 
To taste of beauty's rosy kiss. 

To drink her faint, fond, fluttering breath. 
And sink, from beauty's clasp of bliss, 

Into the silent arms of death. 
Before long years can thus dispel. 
The visions we once loved so well ! 
We may not, o'er the waste of years, 
Look back on scenes that love endears, 
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And drbam of one whose memory still» 
When grief and sorrow cloud our way, 

Flings brightly through the shades of ill 
The beams of youth's enchanting day 

And joys, that, if their reign is o'er, 

Seem 8weetest<— when they come no more ! 
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FROM THE LATIN OF PROPERTIUS. 



Love on ! love on! — for this life's years were given ! 
Love on ! love on! — and let our hearts be heaven ! — 
111 sigh away my soul on Lesbia's breast, 
Press her sweet lips, and only thus be blest. 
For, like the wreath that for our brows we wove. 
Fade the sweet flowers, and fleets the breath of love ; 
And we, who now in life's enchanting spring, 
Each to dear lips in lingering transport cling. 
We know not when the fiited hour shall come 
That chills with age or fetters in the tomb : — 
Then let us seize the bliss that hurries by, 
And, loving, laugh to scorn to-morrow's destiny ! 
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FROM THB- LATIN , OF CATULLUS. 



< t 



Fai]»8T of ides, whose emerald steep 
Hangs smilukg o¥ec die. lone 4eep, 
Thus, while I. cleave. thejsil^er .spray,. 
As q'erithy. hounding waires I:GOine 
Withtheaiiithat hounds .as. light. as they, 
I hid thq^ihail-r^viyiawii fiur hiQiine ! 
From many a periU jbow .gcme .past — 
From many a pang,:r^pai4at last — 
From foreign dimes, and other vales, 
Once more along th^dheaving sea» 
To these sweet windsl iq^read my sails. 
My own fiur home, I fly to thee ! 
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Yet scarcely trust the eyes that tell 
These are the shores I loved so well ! 
Oh ! it is sweet, down the light wind, 
Thus dancing on the green^sea foam. 
To fly from cares that lag behind, 
Banished from thee, my own fiur home! 
In youth, perhaps 'tis. sweet to rove, 
Till with life's wearying load opprest. 
Back, to the one dear spot we love. 
The spirit wanders home to rest. 
What are my perils .? they are o'er ! 
What are my pangs ? they thrill no more ! 
What are the deeds I. dared to do ? 
What the wild, climes I wandered through ? 
Here, here, no vain r^irets ye bring, 
Pain, danger, war and wandering! 
Then lightly, never more to roam, 
I fly to thee, my own dear home. 
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FROM THE LATIN.* 

Life darkened still, as each delightful ray 
Shone hut awhile, and fled more fast away, 
And hope andibrtune seemed to smile no more 
To guide my bark, or welcome her to shore: — 
Yet now my port is gained— with safety blest. 
At dangers past I smiie^ — ^and sink to rest. 
Fortune and Hope, ye led me lightly on ! 
I could not doubt till such fair guides were gone 
Farewell ! Farewell ! let others trust your smile. 
No more the heart ye once beguiled, beguile ! 
Vain words, alas ! for Hope still smiles in thee ! 
I am thy slave, from Fortune's thraldom free ; 
And, if I turn me from each meaner shrine, 
I kneel a fonder suppliant at thine. 

* I do not know whether my reader will recognize the well- 
known lines* 

*' Invent portnm 1— Spes et Fortnna, yalete ! 
** Sat me' In^lstls ;— Indite nunc alios.** 
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FROM THE GAELIC. 

In the still night, on ocean's wide bosom upborne, 
All restless and weary I watch for the morn, 
And, sighing, 1 gaze on the dark rolling sea, 
But I mark not its waves, for my thoughts are with thee : 
My loved one is far, far away, but she seems 
Still near in my day-thoughts, more near in my dreams. 
Oh ! what is the world — ^^what avails ithe fair day. 
To the bosom that loves thee — ^if thou art away ? 
Yet, dearest! when sad my last kisses I gave 
Ere I left thee in sorrow to range the wild wave. 
They told thee thy promise was plighted in vain, 
For I would not return to my loved one again ; 
But heed not the false ones that bid thee despair. 
Let thy bosom breathe free from its burthen of care) 
For whether on shore or these waves of the sea, 
While life warms my heart, it but warms it for thee ! 
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FROM THE LATIN OF CATULLUS. 



And must I think the days are o'er 

When folly's self seemed ever sweet ? 
And must I think they taring no more 
The joys that now before me fleet ? 
Bright was the light around me shed, 
When wheresoe'er the loved one led, 
I followed down the flowery stoeam 
The guidance of her eye*lids' beam I 
The loved one ! — aye ! — for ne'er again 
Shall other eyes or IqM awake 
Such fire in every thrilling vein, 
Or in the heart, that soon must break ! 



Oh ! then, as to her lips I pressed, 

I breathed it in her burning sighs, 
I felt it in her heaving breast, 

I read it in her glistening eyes, 
I knew by each deep blush of thine, 
That one too panted to be mhiel 
Then, pleasures' hues o'er 'all were spread, 

And every day seemed fair mid bright; 
Now all those pleasures, all ! are 6ed, 

And that bright sun hath sunk in night ! 
Let me not follow her who flies me ! 
Let me not ask what she denies me ! 
Farewell to thee ! — ^my heart grows dead ! 

What thou deniest, shall I implore ! 
No ! thou shalt press thy lonely bed. 

Dreaming of him who comes no more. 
Life's dreary path before thee lies. 

With none to love — with none to love thee ; 
With none to drink thy rapturous sighs, 

And sigh away his soul above thee. 
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Oh ! who shall fly, like me, to sip 
The poison from thy scented lip? 
Who feel thine arms around him twine, 
While the sweet sighs that once were mine. 
And eloquently silent kiss. 
Tell him that thou art only his. 
While I am banished, lost, and free ? 
Farewell ! .once more, farewell to thee ! 



iw II i'^ — pw^rfNW 
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FROM THE LATIN OF TIBULLUS. 

God of the grape! whose wreathed brows are crowned 
With clustering vines and ivy-leaves around, 
Hear thou the vows to win thine aid addressed, - 
And yield thy balm, to soothe an aching breast ! 

Give me the bowl ! and high, more high, fill up, 
Even to the wreathed brim, my foaming cup ; 
Hence! ye dark cares ! ye thoughts of pain, away ! 
While here the joyous lyre and festive lay 
Please the gay friends whose smiles around me shine, 
While thus we hail the God of rosy wine. 
Thus raise thy shrine all meaner fanes above. 
While in thy bowl we damp the wings of love, 
Tis vain ! 'tis vain ! Oh, thou whose heart and eyes 
Tell me how soon youth's loveliest dreaming flies ; 

c 2 
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Thou who could'st thus my love — thy vows — forget, 
Farewell ! Farewell ! but oh ! be happy yet ! 
Farewell too, ye past hours of passion's strife ! 
While one calm day succeeds the storms of life, 
And round our board we set, and wreathe with flow'rs 
The mantling bowl that gilds these evening hours ! 

Alas ! my cup is crowned 1 and on my brow, 
Wreaths, twined as £ur, and all as vainly, flow ; 
And smile, in mockery of the eyes that wear 
Far other tears than those of rapture there ; 
While drops, that tell the anguish of my soul. 
Taint even the nectar of this foaming bowl ! 

Friend of my heart !->-if one amid the throng 
Heeds the vain moanii^ of a plaintive song, 
Let not the tears I shed be poured in vain, 
But learn from them to save thy self &om pain ! 
Trust not the snowy anna around thee flung — 
Trust not the witchery of the lov'd one's tongue — 
Trust not the dewy lip, that, pressed to thine. 
Sheds richer nectar than our weeping vine ! 
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There hangs enchantment on her dewy lip ! 
Death in each drop thine own may dare to sip ; 
The words that from her tongae deceitfiil flow, 
Silvery and sweet, are luring thee to woe ; 
And those weakarms, that fondly rotmd thee fold, 
Fetter thy soul beneath their trembling hold! 

Yet why, oh why, should one whose words are vain 
Of earth's false hopes, and love more false, complain ? 
It still were sweet to live with thee alone ; 
To love thee still till life itself were gone ; 
The snow upon thy breast untainted lies, 
Still the pure rose breathes sweetly in thy sighs. 
And not one tress that wreathed thy brows is torn. 
With all the ties thy falsehood hath forsworn ! 

Yet if thou fliest from one who still might love — 
If from his arms thou think'st it sweet to rove — 
I may not follow ! — No ! — ^more high, more high. 
Pour in my bowl the draught of revelry ! 



36 

Raise the gay song, and let the harp around 
Drown cold reflection in it's stream of sound ! 

Dreaming no more of hopes so lightly flown, 
111 think the cup I hold is all my own ; 
And, mocking thee and every flattering vow, 
1*11 wreath these chaplets for my bowl and brow. 
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FROM THE GREEK OF ANACREON. 

TO THE B082. 

With roses twine the goblet round f 
With roses be the wine-cup crowned ! 
And, as we hold the gay carouse, 
Let roses deck our wreathed brows. 

. Daughter of the balmy spring,- 

• Flower of Love, to thee I sing- — 
Thee the rulers of the skies 
And laughter-loving Beauty prize ; 
Thee the lovely Graces bear 
Meet wreath to bind their flowing hair,. 
When upon the smiling green 
They dance around the Idalian queen^ 
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Then bring me roses ; let them shed 
Rosy fragrance on my head, 
While with my Purest at my side, 
In all her beauty's blushing pride, 
On the fresh turf with roses- spread. 
In mazy measure thus we tread ; 
And I, while love and wine inspire. 
Wake to the rose my trembling lyre t* 
When from the bosom of the deepf 

While summer vrinds her welcome simg, 
And summer wave& were. lulled to sle^, 

The goddess-que^ of Beauty sprung ; 
Smiling, she came our wbrid ixr bless, 
In Nature's simple lovdineasf; 
Only the &ireat flower > that Irfgws 
Hung on her brow, the new-bom rose! 



* For the foregoing lines of this piece, with a few alteration v I am 
indebted to the translation of a friend. "^ 
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White as the forehead where it bloomed, 
The maiden-flower the winds perfumed. 
Till Bacchus, as he bent to greet 

A guest so welcome even in Heaven, 
Pressed to the wreath the nectared sweet 

Which to his lip the bowl had given. 
And eagerly the rose drank up 
The breath and hues of Bacchus' cup ! 
On Beauty's brows it still may blossom. 
Still rest its head on Beauty's bosom ; — 
In varying flashes fiuntly speak 
Its tale of love from Beauty's cheek ; 
And lend, for those its balm that sip, 
It's scented breath to Beauty's lip! 
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FROM THE LATIN OF CATULLUS. 



AT HIS brother's TOMB. 



O'er many a land and many a rolling wave 

Along the dreary bosom of the deep, 
Alone I came to seek thy lonely grave, 

And thus, a brother mourn a brother's sleep ; 

Vainly I come above thy tomb to weep, 
Sighing to him whose slumber ceases not,— 

Vainly with tears that darkly roll I steep 
Thy marble couch, and mourn thine hapless lot : 
Yet, oh my brother! . thou art not forgot, 

And o'er thy tomb the wonted gifts I spread. 
Such as of old above the sacred spot 

The mourners scattered to the cherished dead ; 
And bid thee, kneeling o'er thy narrow cell, 
Once and for ever hail !— for evermore fiurewell ! 
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FROM THE LATIN OF HORACE. 



What youth, on blushing roses laid, 
Courts thy young charms, too lovely maid? 
For whom dost thou, all kind and fair, 
Smiling, unbind thy flowing hair ? 
Poor hapless wretch, soon doomed to prove 
Thine altered heart and vanished love ! 
WeU may he, revelling in thy charms, 
Clasp thy light form in eager arms ; * 
He knows not how a bliss so sweet 
Like hours of summer calm shall fleet : 
He looks into thy deep blue eyes, — 
Looks on the soft and azure skies, 
And thinks those eyes shall always bless 
His with reflected tenderness. 
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But knows that darkening clouds must fly 
Across the heaven's blue canopy : — 
Oh! he might know those eyes of thine 
Changeful as summer skies must shine. 
And, gazing on thy lovely brow, 
Deem it not always smooth as now ! 

I, too, once called thee mine, and pressed 
Thee yielding to my panting breast, — 
I too have basked in summer's ray, 
Found it, — how lightly turned away ? 
And, free once more myself, I mourn 
Another wretched in his turn ! 
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PARAPHRASED FROM THE FRENCH. 



There was a time when earth and heaven seemed bright 
as hope and youth, 

Ere yet the lovely veil was gone that shadowed o'er the 
truth. 

When fair, yet &ding, rose-buds wreathed life's ever- 
varying hours, 

And I too breathed their sweets, nor saw the serpent 
midst the flowers ; 

Lightly 1 curbed the foaming horse that bounded from 
my rein, 

And joyed in the reluctant strength he matched with 
mine in vain ; 

Or plunged me in the ocean-surf, and, in youth's wan- 
ton pride, 

Laughed as I dashed the rushing wave with stronger 
arm aside ; 
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Or rode upon that wild sea-deep, rejoicing in the wind 
That bore me o'er the wave and left my lessening home 

behind ! 
In. beauty's flashing eyes I read of hope and hap- 
piness, 
Nor knew how soon the visions cease the dreamer's 

heart to bless, 
Yet looked no deeper than the breast or brow that 

seemed so fair, 
Forgetful how a purer soul should lend its brightness 

there ; 
Mom brightly rose, and told of days I deemed should 

rise as bright ; 
Eve set, and saw me scarcely think of joy's remembered 

flight. 
'Tis past ! and on the shining sea the sun goes coldly 

down. 
Nor beams with futu]^e hope, nor smiles with pleasured 

that are gone. 
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I Juieel me by the fountain's side, and in its crystal 

flow 
Vainly I bathe my breast, and strive to soothe my 

burning brow, 
And look upon the waves that roll between me and my 

home, 
And sigh above the past, and think of sorrow that shall 

come! 
I look upon the page that tells of battles fought a&r, 
And envy those who sunk and sleep upon those fields 

of war. 
And think that other days may come when other names 

may bloom 
As bright as those that blossom o'er the verdure of the 

tomb, 
When once again at Albion's side shall Erin lift the 

spear, 
And Scotland'^ thistle-flag shall lead her plaided moun- 
taineer! 
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I gaze on beauty's eyes, and think of many a lovely 

one, 
Whose unforgotten glances once with brighter lustre 

shone, 
When, as I drank with thrilling heart the panting of 

her breast, 
I sighed upon her sighing lip, and dreamed that I was 

blest: 
I look upon her bosom^s snows, and think of other 

years, 
Of sighs that echo mine no more, of vanished hopes and 

fears; 
And if, amid the waste of life, along the paths I rove, 
I meet with one to love me yet, with something I might 

love, 
I turn me from the lights'! sought when nearest still 

they shine. 
Nor dare to link the &te of ought that should be blest 

with mine ! 



J 



47 



FROM THE LATIN OF TIBULLUS. 



When kneeling at the shrine of heaven, 
Thy vows are poured^.and inc^tise giyen, 
And many a sigh and.malny n prayer 
For wealth or power, arisiss there, 
Oh! dearest, — ask no wealth for one 
Whose pride and hope thou art alone ! 
No ! rather ask that nuiny a year 
May gently roU our heads above, 
And ever find me resting here, 
Thus, on the bosom of my love, 
And that I thus may sink to rest 
Reposing on that downy breast. 
Oh! what avail unbounded fields? 
What all that earth's luxuriance yields? 
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The gems of all earth's shores and seas ? 

Her temples, domes, and palaces ? 

Let me hut hope the ^tes may give 

With thee to die, for thee to live, 

Upon thy lip to taste of bliss. 

And drink heaven's sweetness in thy kiss ! 
And find the couch of poverty 
Softened and blest, for shared with thee! 
Yet, if deceived by fate, in vain 
I trust to meet my love again. 
And all the visions of delight 
Must fade before my clearing sight. 
Let life, and all life's wanderings, close ; — 
Death ! let me seek thy sweet repose. 
Too blest, if not one dream of the^ 
Breaks on its dark eternity ! 
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FROM OSSIAN'S DARTHULA. 



'TwAs once, in Selma, as the night-cloud fell, 
We sate in arms around the inspiring shell ; 
The wind, that swept the mountain's craggy side, 
Rustling among the faded oak-leaves, died ; 
While some lone spirit's voice, all hoarse and shrill, 
Ran wildly shrieking round the desart hill ! 
The midnight blast that sighed along our halls 
Touched my sweet harp that hung on Selraa's walls. 
And woke, with magic power, from all its strings 
A voice, as when the desolate minstrel sings. 
With wailing harp and melancholy breath, 
For her he lov'd, the hopeless song of death I 
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Mournful, and sweet, and slow, the unearthly strain 

Swept o'er the roof, again, and yet again, 

TiU royal Fingal with prophetic ear 

Caught as it sighed along that voice of fear. 

" Hark!" said, the grey hair'd monarch, "hear the note 

" That tells of death round Selma's roof-tree float : 

" Too well I know my son's sad harp strings mourn 

" Some absent hero, never to return : 

" Let then the warrior note of soixow rise 

" For him, the fallen, to the silent skies ; 

*' That so the spirit, l&omdie field of blood, 

" May gladly fly to Morven-s lonely wood !" 

I took, obedient .to the monarch's words. 
My golden harp, and swept its* mournful chords. 
*^ Bend from yourolouds,'' I sung, " the clouds of night, 
'^Ghosts of my fathers, in your shadowy .flight! 
" Lay by the lightning ^at it-s g^lory sheds, 
'' Red and teiviflo, round your maikd heads, 
" And take the chief who now in battle falls, 
" Morven's lost hero, to your cloudy halls ! 
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** Whether the dark earth hides his bloody grave, 
** Or floats his corse on ocean's weltering wave, 
" Give him the robe of mist, the momitain shroud, 
*^ Give him the spear ye bear, the drilling cloud, 
" Give him the vanished hero's joy and pride, 
" A meteor sword, to deck his giant side ! 
'* Yes ! — bend and hear me in your shadowy flight, 
** Ghosts of my fathers, from the clouds of night! 
Such was the strain in Selma's halls I sung, 
While to the notes my harp responsive rung. 
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FROM THE LATIN OF CATULLUS. 



Oh ! ask'st thou, in an hour like this, 
Why I still seek one other kiss? 
Why to thine heaving breast I press, 
To win one other dear caress ? 
Thou wouldst not bid me turn aside 
From thy young beauties, satisfied ! 

Gro ! count the leaves that on the trees 
Are fluttering in the summer breeze ; 
Go ! count, wherever ocean dashes. 
The sands his wandering billow washes ; 
Look up, and, in the silent sky, 
Number each light, that fair and high. 
Sees thee, thus blushing in my arms, 
Spread to their gaze thine heaven of charms ! 
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Give me a kiss for every star 
That smiles to see us from a&r ! 
For ocean's sands, for every grain, 
Clasp me again, my love ! — again ! 
For every leaf in summer's bowers 
Let joys like these we prove be ours ; 
And still 111 ask, my heart to bless, 
One kiss more, one more dear caress. 
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FROM THE GREEK OF MELEAGER. 



VIDE B&UNCK's ANALECTA. 



Fill we the goblet ! — round the board 
Brightly be the wine-cup poured ! 
Drink we to her whose whispered name 
Breathes on the draught its sighs of flame ! 
Yes, with her name who once was mine 
Sweeten the tear drops of the Vine ! 
Thus, too, again, the bowl around 
Breathe we her sweet name's magic sound ! 
Fill we again, and drain the bowl 
Thus to the mistress of my soul ! 

Bring me the rose whose virgin snow 
Hung, last night, on her purer brow ! 
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Bring me the flowers that wont to rest 
Here, last night, on her purer hreast ! 
See ! o'er the board the braid on high 
Beams of her blush, and bfeathes hev sigh ! 
Bring me the wreath, and let it twine 
The flowers that decked her brows for mine ! 

Is it a tear or the evening dew 
Gleams where the rose-bud blushes through ? 
Oh ! let me think that loTe% bright flower 
Weeps even thus in my desert bower, 
We^s for the maid that lued^ to wenr 
The lovely bud iniher rsven fasirt 
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FROM THE GAELIC. 



THE LAMENT OF M'LEOD. 



Be Still ! my heart, be still ! — ^my harp, make answer to 

my moan — 
Where I listen in my ocean cave, deserted and alone, 
To the dreary sea waves beating time upon the echoing 

shore, 
To the fond lament I sing for days, that come, alas! 

no more ! 
Alas! alas! for him that puts his trust in fortune's 
smiling, 
That builds his tower of hope upon a world that trust 

beguiling! 
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No! never have I seen the man, though fortune decked 

his youth, 
That felt not ere the chill of age that this was only truth ; 
Then hear from me the tale to those high halls whose 

hoard around 
The merry cup flowed cheerfully, while to my wild 

harp's sound 
I sung the song 111 sing no more, the tale of joy and 

pride, 
Of those that conquered with Macleod, or perished hy 

his side ! 
Oh thou ! whose crested sires of old from Norway's 
mountain shore. 
Their gallant ships o'er Lochlin's waves to lonely Skye 

brought o'er, 
Though round thy path of early days thy life's fair 

promise hung. 
Though grace flowed round thy youthful steps, per- 
suasion from thy tongue, — 

n 2 



Oh! where are now the.eheerful halb^ the hospitable 

hand, 
That spread tl^e bounty of Macleod through all the 

happy land? 
This is a world less certain than the fidl of summer dew ! 
Mbre changed than the monung diowera that May's 

young sun shines through. 
Alaa! alas! those chaerfid halls I the cup hath ceased 

to flow! 
The song of war is hushed, I atrike the string tha( t^lls 

of woe! 
The open hand is closed and cold, — the heart, ao kind 

and brave, 
Is still for ever where Macleod lies sloping ii^ the grave ! 
Tis o'er ! But long the sons of songshidi-cel^brate the 

board 
Where the red wine cup pledged axQveoA sa' Hieifily 

was poured. 
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Shall recdlect the cheerfiil halls, where, when the feast 

was set, 
Of old the hravest and the hest of ftiends so often met f 
There dwelt no chief on Alhyn's hills, in forest or 
in field. 
To whom. our chieftain's high descent^ hisprid^of hirth, 

might yield: 
Thou wert the strongest in the strife, the swifiiest on 

the lea. 
And Fame, for well thou gainedst her, gaye every prize 

to thee: — 
Though still thou sought'st to shun the praise that 

flowed from all around. 
Where all that sought thine <^n .halls thy friendly 

welcome found ! 
And well thy skilftil hand could wake upon thine harp's 

gold strings 
The song of Albyn's days of old« of Albyn'a warrior 

kings; 
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And Nature's book alike was thine, — to thee the page 

was spread 
That tells of earth, of heaven's expanse, of ocean's 

wondrous bed ! 
'Tis said, that on the tallest tree the ^rest flower 
shall blow; 
Tis said, that on the topmost branch the fiiirest fruit 

shall grow ; 
And sooth the proverb speaks; for thou, of many a 

royal race, 
Shall hold in strains of minstrel lore the first, the 

foremost place. 
Long, long, of yore, by warrior deeds thy gallant 
sires were known, 
When traitors warred on England's king, when tottered 

England's throne ; 
And when on Worcester's field of woe the troops of 

kings were bleeding, 
The brave Macleod the foremost wave of war's wild 

flood was leading; 
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The sons of Lochlin's mountain shore, of Lochlin's 

royal blood. 
Rushed first upon the embattled foe, the last retiring 

stood. 
And thou ! the lonely bride of him, — the bride, alas ! 

no more, 
Whom to my wild harp's melody these mournful strains 

deplore. 
Go ! weep him in thy widowed halls ! go weep him in 

the place 
We saw thee fill of old with him with hospitable grace ! 
Weep ! and for every tear of thine a diousand shall be 

given ; 
Sigh ! and a thousand sighs shall rise as deep as thine 

to heaven. 
I go to weep his lonely sleep within the tomb's dark eell : 
Farewell! thou vanished ehief I — and thou, thou widowed 

one, farewell I 
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FROM THE ITALIAN OF PETRARCA. 



Di pensier in pensier— di monte in moDte» &c. &c. 



From path to path, from hill to hill. 
Thoughtful and lone I wander still, 
Where'er love points or leads my way ; 
And as through varying sceoes I rove, 
Thh)Ugh varying thoughts of her I lov» 
Lightly my fancy seems to stray ; 
And thus. I roam where none intrude 
Upon my pensive solitude ; 
For not ciniid the social dir<«g . 
Mary peate and happiness he: otlrs^ . . . 
They wander the green woods among. 
Or, listening to the wild hird's song, 
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Rove through their siuomer bowers : 
I seek where in some lonely vale 
Some secret fount or «tceamlet flowing 
Makes music to the swnmer gale, 
Far from the rays at noon tide glowing; 
And there, in that deep valley's breast, 
My spirit lulls itself to rest. 
Till tears and smiles spnag up and idiare 
Their reign of triumph and deqmir; 
And o'er the brow diat paints my soul 
Darkness and cahn successive roll. 
Successively they fleet away ! 
And rightly mi^t another tay» 
Are these youi> joys so f<Hidly sought ? 
Is this the bliss that lo^e has brought ? 

Your dream of night, youi' prayers of day I 
Vain bliss! vainjoya! thatleiid'to teajrs.! 
Vain prayers ) vain .dreams ! thai end in fea^ I 
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On mountains, or in wildest groves, 
Alone I seek my heart's repose; 
In scenes where not another roves 
That heart may best forget it's woes. 
Shunning the world, that revels by 
Unheeded and unheedingly. 
Each step I take before me flings 
Some new born thought, that brightly springs. 

And brightest thus in loneliness, 
Bearing on fancy's glittering wings 
The one loved form, the thought that brings 

It's magic there my dream to bless. 
Yes, — dreams come then of hope and joy. 
Dreams that truth's power shall ne'er destroy, 

Imaged by fancy's magic skill ; 
So sweet, that I could scorn to borrow 
A respite from the hours of sorrow 

Such dreams have cost, and cost me still. 
Yet sometimes happier thoughts flash o'er me. 

When gleams of many a coming year 
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Spread pictures of bright hope before me. 
Rewarding hours of doubt and fear ; 

I think that there is still a breast 
That loves me fondly, even yet ; 

That loves on thoughts like these to rest ; 
A heart that cannot all forget 

The hopes and fears that make me blest. 

Oh is it thus ? or can a dream 

So fiur, so like truth's brightness seem ? 

There where the pine-trees deepest spread 
Their dark grey foliage o'er my head, 

Or on some lonely mountains brow, 
I pause, while fimcy's skill pourtrays 
The image her wild call can raise. 

The mistress of my constant vow ; 
Then oft-times, to myself returning, 
I find my lonely bosom burning 

With love suppressed, yet dying never, 
And ask my heart what hopes are left it, 



Of what fond love hath hte bereft it. 

What joys it lost, and lost for ever ! 
Thus my wild mind roams lightly on, 
And dreams of bliss destroyed and gone, 
And wanders on from dream to dream, 
Yet lingers round the one sweet theme 

That makes me all ^rget my pain, 
Till error's self become so sweet, 
That should the fond enchantment fleet 

I'd wish it to return again. 
And once again deceive the breast 
That loves such pleasing madness best ! 

How oft above some fount IVe hmig 

And fiuicied, in my mtd-day dreaming, 
That, the reflected leaves among. 
The eyes so oft, so fondly, sung. 

Were in the wave beneath me beaming t 
Or, musing in the forest shaide. 
My gazing eyes have oft arrayed 
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Some tally light tree, at distance seen, 
In robes like those the loved one wears, 
In looks like those the loved one bears, 

Far glimmering through the twilight green ! 
Or sometimes, when some cloud on high 
Floating midst heaven's blue, silently, 

Hangs motionless and light in air. 
To heaven's expanse my eyes I raise, 
Upon that one light cloud I gaae, 

And think I view the loved one there 
Floating like some l6ne, silent star. 
That shines and smiles on rhe afar ! 
Vainly the wild woods deepen o'er me ! 
Vainly the desart spreads before me 

In darkening shade, or lonelier plains ! 
For, as through wilder woods I stray. 
Or trace through lonelier plains my way, 

More fair the vision still remaits ! 
I gaze, tin, as £he spell is breaking, 
From the sweet dream that bound me waking, 
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I watch in silent agony 
The shape that fiides before my eye : 
Vainly I look — ^the dream is gone ! 
Or, resting on some cold grey stone, 
I sit, and weep, or write, or dream 
Of thee, — my own, my only theme. 
My loving, loved, and lovely one ! 

There, where the mountain shoots on high 

It's summit to the silent sky, 

I wander to the topmost height. 

And to the distant plains below. 

Through tears that all unbidden flow. 

Vainly I strain my aching sight ; 

And think, through those blue fields of air, . 

That, had I but the wild bird's wing. 

How lightly to thy breast, my £ur. 

How swifl; and glad my soul should spring ! 

Far, though thou art, thou still appearest 

Thus, through the clouds of distance, nearest. 
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Yet, when the truth upon me beaming 
Comes and dispels the lovely dreaming, 
I ask my heart if not one sigh 
Given to the breath of other fields 
To thee some pure enjoyment yields, 
And tells me that I still am nigh 
To her who rules the heart that lives 
But in the hope of joy she gives ! 

Theme of my song, again, again 
Remembered in each constant strain ! 
Oh ! where, in what fresh laurel bowers. 

Where skies are blue and suns are bright. 
And streams flow through their banks of flowers, 
May one short day of bhss be ours. 

Rewarding with deferred delight. 
With magic power our hearts to bless. 
Our long, long years of wretchedness ! 
Oh ! let me think that, &r away. 
From scenes like these of fiuicy's weaving, 
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Thus thy fond heart to me can stray. 
That thus for me thy breast is heaving, 
That mocking thus at time and space, 
Our souls may find spme meetiQg pkce, 
Some spot where fate no more may sever 
The tie that joins .them there for ever ! 



i 
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FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 



I HAVE seen the wild rose in her loveliness blushing, 

And breathing her sweets on the soft summer day; 
I have wept her, destroyed by the rain-drops, that, 
rushing. 

Had blasted her glories, and swept them away ; 
And I thought of the time when she hung on my bower, 
The fairest and loveliest, sweetest, wild-flower, 

That e'er bloomed in beauty or sunk in decay* 
Thus I gazed upon eloquent glances, once ranging 

In pleasure, and floating in liquid delight, 
Thus I hung o'er those loved eyes, and wept o'er them 
changing 

From all that was tender, and melting, and bright! 
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And I thought of thy channs as of lost ocean treasures, 
Of our short day of bliss and its fast hiding pleasures, 
And thy sunshine of loveliness sinking in jught. 

The rose is decayed ! but the branch that once bore her 
Luxuriantly wantons all blooming and free ; 

And the shower from the stem which she blushed on 

that tore her, 

Hath strengthened in wildness the waving rose tree ! 
So the fate whose rude hand was extended to sever 
My heart from the hope it abandons for ever, 

Shall strengthen the love that but blossomed for thee. 
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FROM THE GREEK OF ANACREON. 



Let us sit where summer's breeze 
Whispers in the shady trees ! 
Where that west wind's breath may play 
Through thy locks that brightly stray ! 
List to the persuasive call 
Of the murmuring waterfall ! 
Who, when their varying charms conspire 
Thus, with a lover's voice and lyre, 
To tempt thee from the world to prove 
The tranquil joys of peace and love, 
Oh ! who could view so sweet a spot. 
Tempting thus, — ^and seek it not ? 



E 
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FROM THE LATIN OF HORACE. 



Lift thou thine hands and angel heart ^ heaven in 

silent prayer, 
And every wish of thine shall rise more dear and valued 

there, 
Than gold, or brightly flashing gems, or gifts of untold 

price, 
Upon the splendid altar laid in pompous sacrifice ; 
Breathe thou the wish that warms thine heart; ask but 

for peace and love. 
And thou shall gain the simple boon more freely from 

above. 
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Than he, who to the altar-stone his flocks unnumbered 

leads, 
Than he whose offered hecatomb upon that altar bleeds ! 
There is a thing of higher price upon the shrine displayed, 
Where as thou breathest thy simple vow thy snowy hand 

is laid; 
Thine eyes are brighter than the gems, thine heart as 

pure as they. 
Then haste thee to the temple, love! securely haste 

away!* 



* I have endeavoured to qualify to my own taste, the years and clrcum- 
staocesof the** Rastica Phydlle** of my original. 
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FROM THE LATIN OF HORACE. 

I HATE a couch of perfumed down ! 
I hate a gaily woven crown ! 
Nor seek the rose that lingers last 
And sickens in the wintry blast. 

I love the turf where zephyrs breathe, 
I love the crown where myrtles wreathe 
Their shining leaves with the sweet rose 
That nurst on Spring's young bosom blows ! 

Then blessed be the hand that weaves 
For me those fragrant myrtle leaves ! 
That simple gifl, as worthy thee 
As dear, as more than dear, to me ! 
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FROM THE GREEK OF ANACREON. 



In the dead of the night, when the bright stars were 

burning, 
Around the blue heaven their silent way turning, 
And mortals, by care and long labour oj^rest. 
Forgot them awhile, and sunk sweetly to rest, 
Young Cupid qame darkling, and, guided by fate, 
All boldly and loudly he struck at my gate ! 
** Oh, who," said I, waking, ** thus dares to affright 
** My slumbers, and banish the stUlness of night?" 
He answered, ** Oh open, pray open the door, 
** I am wearied and wet, you need fear me no more ! 
** I have wandered in darkness a long weary way, 
" Oh ! open the door ! — ^let me rest here till day." — 
His pitiAil tale my compassion could move, 
And I knew not, alas ! 'twas the fidse voice of love! 
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I kindled my torch, and I blindly arose, 

And I let in the traitor that causes my woes ! — 

Twas a child, with light wings : — on his shoulders there 

hung 
A quiver of arrows and bow all unstrung. 
I bore hinr within' where the bright blazing wood 
Dried the mist from his limbs and gave warmth to his 

blood; 
I chafed his cold hands, and with tenderest care 
I pressed the night dews from his loose flowing hair; 
" And now," the glad urchin exclaimed, " let me know 
" If the rain-drops have injured the strength of niy bow I" 
Nor more said the child, but his arrow he drew, 
And he pierced the kind bosom that sheltered him 

throiigh ; 
Then, bounding away, as he laughed at my pain, 
" My friend," cried the wretch, •* you've not labbured 

"in vain ; 
" My bow is uninjured t and 3^u,'too, shallfind 
It has lef): in your bosimi an arrow behind. 
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FROM THE LATIN OF HORACE, 



Oh why with all that minstrel fire 
Strikest thou in vain thy silver lyre ? 
Why dost thou vainly- seek to sipg 
The death of Adiens' patriot king, 
And fields of blood, and warlike deeds, 
Of flashing swords, and charging steeds ? 
Yet, strike thy sounding harp ! 'tis thine 
To sing the charms of rosy wine ! 
Give me a cup !— ^e moon is high 
Bright burning in the silent sky ! 
Give me another, to the p6wer 
Now ruling midnight's jovial hour ! 
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. And now again, again, fiU up 
To her we love the loyal cup ! 
FiU, fill again ! Let others sip 
The ruby juice with timid lip, 
The inspired minstrel's bounding sou) 
Bathes deeper in the mantling bowl. 
Glad, like his own high mind, to pour 
Its life-awakening treasures o'er ! 
Lost in the stream of rich delight, 
Let us be mad, aye ! mad, to night ! 
Why ceased it so, that flute's sweet strain ? 
Oh ! wake its heavenly notes again ! 
Why ends that song in dying fall? 
Snatch, snatch my harp from yonder wall ! 
Bring the gay pipe, till all around 
With notes of mellow joy resound ! 
Scatter young roses on my head ! 
I scorn the hand that fears to shed 
Free nature's gifl, her blushing flowers. 
Too thickly on our scented bowers ! 
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Oh sing the maid, all young and &ir, 
With eyes of blue, and golden hair, 
Who warms thy bosom with her eyes, 
Breathes to thy soul her amorous sighs, 
Sighs of sweet perfume, sighs of fire: 
Oh ! let her charms thy song inspire, 
While my impassioned hands shall rove 
Among the chords that teU of love ! 



& ^ 
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FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 



Alone ! alone ! when the sun was set, 

On the cliff, hy the murmuring deep we met ! 

We met, alone, on the midnight hill. 

When the winds were hushed and the waves were still ; 

And we looked on the ocean before us spread 

Like a slumbering babe on its breathless bed ; 

And the moon through a doud on that ocean smfled 

Like a mother that weeps o'er her sleeping child ; 

And that ocean seemed her love to bless, 

Grazing, as it were in consciousness. 

At the lovely eye that was looking down 

From an heaven that seemed as it could not frown ; 
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And wa&;Aeddirig its ligfatupon island and bay, 
And rocks, on the sleeping wave that lay, 
And floated above their .imaged steep» 
Reflected afar from the fathomless deep, 
As if they were things of immortal life, 
And rested their .str.ei)gth frcrni the ocean strife! 
I have seen those .billows that crept beneath 
Our feet, and were slumbering still as death, 
When they, catoie in .iheir gathinred might afar. 
And the gale, of the west was prochumidg the war 
With his hoarse wild voice, as id close array 
The atlantic waves with dreadful sw^y 
Burst on the eternal rocks, and then 
Retired ; and, charging again^ and again. 
Came heavily on the echojng shore. 
With the lightning's apeed and the thunder's roar ; 
And. the deajth-cry canie on the ravi^ gale, 
That had shattered the mast, and bad torn the sail. 
And was kissing the brow of the rugged wave 
That was xcrfling its pride o'er a navy's grave ! 
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But there, when we met, it was silence all ! 
You might hear the gentle ripple fall 
On the silvery beaeh, as in liquid light 
They rose and they fell to the lovely night, 
Or the snowy sea-bird wandering 
Broke that lone silence with her wing ! 
That ocean shone like love's melting eye, 
Rolling, and trembling, eternally ; 
And the gentle air, that you scarce might feel, 
Came low and deep, like the sighs that steal 
So timorously from the maiden's breast. 
To the bosom of one that loves her, prest ! 
And the moon that in heaven above was seen 
Pacing her way like a virgin queen, 
Was shedding her beams on thy forehead's snow. 
And was kissing thy soft cheek's rosy glow ; 
The beam played on thy round white arms, and fell 
As if to repose on thy bosom's swell, 
As it rose and sunk with a wilder modon^ 
Than the gentle pulse of that waveless ocean 
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I felt thine heaxt beat against my own ! 

The scene was too sweet ; — ^and the place too lone ! 

There was not a word on thy trembling tongue, 

But more closely thine arm around me dung, 

As a soft, and a sweet, and a fearful sigh, 

Came firom thy soul betrayingly ! 

Alas ! young hearts ! — they have n6t the power 

To check the spdl of such perilous hour ! 

From the ocean's bosom the bright sun came, 
Kissing the rocks with his golden flame. 
And he chased in a moment the twilight grey 
Far, far, from the brightening east away ! 
That sun rolled high from the blushing wave. 
And their glances at parting they sweetly gave 
As they knew that at night they should meet again, 
That glorious sun, and that wanton main ! 
But we felt not so when we bade adieu. 
And each from that lonely difF withdrew' 
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With an aching heart, and many a sigh, 
And a drooping head, and a downcast eye : 
For that sun> was shedding his mondng smile, 
The last I might view in thine oeean-jsle, 
And his young ray shone on my fluttering sails 
That welre hoisted to fill with the mxmung gales. 
I sighedj as. I looked on the laughing sei^ 
That so soon was to bear away firom thee ; 
And I sighed again, as I felt that ne'er 
My island^rmaid. had been half so dear 
As when I knew that I thus, should part 
From her snowy arms and her irnioc^dt heart ! 

It is o'er I-^4wt yet^ till such nights ^haUtceate 
To tell to my soiil their tale of pe^e ; ... • 
Till, kissed by the moon, the ocean stream 
Refiise to. return h^r k>Ting .beam ; 
Till that wandering wave shall .cease to rove ; 
Till my wilder heart diaU cease to 1<^&; 
Till that perisheliteart in dust be:]aid ; 
I will never forget my Island-maid ! 
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FROM THE LATIN. 



<* Hm ego, qui eanent, fratico Tiolaria vldi;* 
** Hac mlbi ile «pin& gmta eorooa data est.** 



I WATCHED the spring-flowers' early blooxni ere yet 

Faded the rose and blue-eyed violet, 

Ere their sweets vanished and their hues were fled 

And grace and glory parted firom the dead ! 

I did not weep because the rose decayed. 

Or spurn tibe love that blossomed but to fade ; 

But, atf I sung beneath youth's withering bowers, 

Twined in ray wreath the thorns that onee werejlowers. 
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FROM THE IRISH. 



Ths&e was mirth in the hall, and gold cups on the board, 

And the revellers drank to the &11 of their foes, 
And in triumph the songs of the minstrel were poured 

Till their voices were hushed as the Chieftain arose ; 
But his eye lost its ray, and his accent its pride 

Ere the chords of the bard by the warrior were strung, 
And his cloak and his sword were unbound, and he sighed 

As he bent o'er the harp that he swept as he sung ! 

*' There's a maid whose silk mande ar6imd her is rolled, 
** And the dew-drops are bright on her sandals of gold; 
** And, if others more proud or more lovely may bei 
*^ There is none may be &irer or dearer to me I 



■ ■ < «w ^m^^^mm^mmm^m 



89 

" She is sweet as the breeze m the wild wood that sighs, 
** Where I once read her soul in the depth of her eyes. 
Where I gazed on those eyes and her exquisite brow 
Till my soul felt the passion that thrills in it now. 



C( 
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" There's another might envy the glens where we rove, 
*^ Till the wealth of her lover might bribe her to love, 
** And the songs of my gold-harp beneath the green tree 
" Might awaken the feelings they wake not in thee. 

** If my war-horse stands harnessed, 'tis not for the war, 
'' But to follow the bright one that flies me afar; 
** For the horn of the battle, or songs of the grove, 
" Are less dear to me now than the voice of my love ! " 

There's a wild-flower droops in the desolate haUs, 
That were silent, even then, to that amorous lay ; 

But the storm and the strife have burst over the walls, 
And their glories are gone, and their name passed 
away. 
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And the night wind shall sigh through those ivy-roofed 
towers, 
Where eloquent hands on the " clarsech" pace roved, 
Till there's nought, save these lays, may remain of the 
howers 
Of the youth that sung once, or the maid that once 
loved ! 



The 2d, Sdt 4th, and 5th stanzas, are a translation from the words sang by 
the country people in the south of Ireland, to the well known air Coolun;— 
the first and last are merely written by way of a beginning and ending. The 
" claneeh" alladed to in the last stanza, is the ancient Irish harp. 
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FROM THE GREEK OF ANACREON. 



I STROVE to sing the story 
Of Troy*s beleagured wall, 

To celebrate the glory- 
That hung around its fall ; 

But war could not inspire 
Each disobedient string ; 

Oh no ! my rebel lyre 
Of love alone could sing ! 

The chords of silver changing, 

Again I vainly strove, 
For I found my song was ranging 

From war again to love ! 
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On another harp, confounded, 
I tried another theme ; 

And another harp resounded 
To love's enchanting dream ! 

And still, as I am singing, 

I sing of love alone; 
And still my harp is ringing 

With love's delicious tone : 
Farewell, then, vain endeavour 



To sing of wamor'a sword.. 



To Love, sweet Love, for ever 
I give these silver chords ! 
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FROM THE ITALIAN. 



Once, when the storm blew loud and heaven was dark, 
O'er the wild waters toiled my reeling bark ; 
And on the storm-wind's pinions seemed to fly, 
No harbour near her, and no light on high. 

I too while onward through the waste I roved. 
And hoped in vain, or worse than vainly loved, 
Have sought around amidst the unceasing strife 
A calm and shelter from the storms of life. 

Before my bark, beside the rocks, there lay 
A little, silent, smooth, and lonely bay, 
And there, on waves, that slept or seemed to sleep. 
The way-worn vessel rested from the deep : 
So, as she bounded from the unquiet sea, 
From earth's worse storms my soul hath turned to thee. 
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What if around, like angry waters, strove 
A world I must not bate and cannot love ? 
Tis past! 'tis paid! — ^at length secure I sip 
Languor and love from thine enchanting lip, 
And passion's fires, and feeling's lightnings, rest 
Quenched in the snows of thy delicious breast. 
While here, at length, in these white arms enshrined. 
The calm, so long, so vainly sought, I find! 

Hark I to the groaning earth and muttering sky, 
The wild waves murmur and the depths reply. 
And gales, that seemed of late so fond and warm, 
Sound the deep prelude to the gathering storm. 
Lo ! where the mountain round the creek extends 
The rugged arm that shelters and defends, 
O'er the grey peak collected crowds again 
Round its dark flag the rallied hurricane ! 
Before the trumpet's angry glances driven 
With bending mast and sail and banner riven. 
Forth, from the port that lured her, once again 
The destmed bark springs outward to the main ! 
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Even now, though rapture's undissembled thrill 
Bums in thy cheek and heaves thy bosom still. 
While to my look and trembling breath reply 
Thy long nioist gaze and deep delirious sigh ; — 
Even nowv while yet my lingering kisses steal 
Sweets from the yielded lip they fondly seal, - 
And clasping arms and'lningling lips haveprest 
Heart closer yet to heart tha^ breast to breast ; — 
While the soul's blushes, felt, not seen, inspire 
Thy minstrel's song, and glance, and kiss, with fire ; — 
Even in those arms, whose wildly warm caress 
Folds to thy fluttering breast the frame they press, 
I start to find in love's voluptuous kiss 
Its nectar tainted with a tear like this, 
And feel convinced, with agonizing sense, 
That Sorrow sighs with Passion's eloquence ! 

Wild wishes, and warm hopes — &rewell ! fiirewell ! 
Farewell, — ye vanished dreams, — thou broken spell! 
'Tis gone, and over ; — from the flash remove 
Enthralling hope, and too delightful love, 
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And once again my soul, with wing unfurled, 
Braves the dark tempests of the stormy world. 

Awhile, perhaps, that fluttering wing may roam ; 
The strife and whirlwind yet may yield an home ; 
But waves more wild and stormier gales shaQ sweep 
Her path reluctant to the fatal deep, 
And there, even love, beneath the closing wave 
ShaQ vainly turn to thee, but find — ^a grave ! 
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FROM THE GAELIC. 



It was on the bleak rock where the sea wave was foaming 
I left him hut lately, too fearlessly roaming ; 
Twas for me that he sought on the clifiTs rugged breast 
Where the sea-bird securely had buflt her lone nest ! 
He has missed but one step, and the blood-sprinkled wave 
Has wrapped him in darkness, aud closed on his grave ! 
His mother waits vainly her dear son's retumiqg, 
We parted in joy ; — ^we shall meet, — ^but in mourning : 
His brother, who loved him, hangs over the steep 
And he gazes afiir on that wild whirling deep; 
Ah ! no ! — that wild deep I — it is wafting the dead, 
Its green wave is his pillow, its grey sand his bed. 
His sister, his own dearest sister, is weeping 
For him who beneath that dark ocean is sleeping, 
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And near us the sea-bird floats wOdly along, 
And he mingles her cries with the shrieks of his song. 
As he starts from the long locks that wave on the breath 
Of the storm that shall wake not the slumber of death. 



The origioftl of the above lines nten to an oceorrenee in the Island of Soa. 
or Soy, where a yonng HighlaiMler».bifds<Aettlag bt. his mistien« periabed 
by an accident on the eve of his marriage. 
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FROM THE SPANISH. 



TO THE AIR OF 
" THE PRETTY GIRL MILKING HER COW." — IRISH. 



Thou hast cast off the heart that I gave thee 

Like a weed that was worthless and vain ; 
An heart that had perished to save thee 

Thou hast given to the bleak world again ; 
Thine is &lse that so oft thou hast told me 

Lived only to beat for my own 
And the arms that were wont to enfold me 

Perhaps round another are thrown! 
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When I gazed on thy beaudful tresses, 

On thy brow, and thy bosom of snow, 
When I lived but amid thy caresses, 

Oh! ho w little thine hemt did I know ? 
When I felt that young heart wildly beating, 

I believed it could beat but for me ; 
The delusion was lovely, but fleeting 

As all that is loveliest must be ! 

Yet, who when thy bosom was heaving. 

While he drank thy bewildering sighs, 
Could think that thine heart was deceiving. 

And fiilsey the pure light of thine eyes ? 
Oh who, when thine arms were around him, 

As his lip to ihy kisses he pressed* 
Could thiids: that thy fids^ood should wound him 

That pillowed thine head pn bis breast? 

But go, though that soft breast were heiiveD, 
It's snows were an heaven alone 
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To the chosen one^ to whom it is given 

To rest on it, all as his own! 
Farewell ! thou art fidse, and I leave thee ! 

Farewell ! my vain hopes I resign, 
Farewell ! / could never deceive thee, 

No ! the crime and the ruin are thine. 
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FROM ANACREON. 



Yes ! wretched he who loves not. 

More wretched he who loves, 
Most, he who loves and proves not 

What happy lovers prove. 
Love, bnth or riches scorning 

No charm in wisdom sees ; 
Bright love, life's wreath adonung, 

Can ask for none of these! 

Oh! may he perish ever 
The slave, prevailed on first 

Love's golden tie to sev^r 
By gold's miholy thirst. 
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Twas gold that first could banish 

Affection's kindly ray, 
But love shall never vanish 

From cursed gold away. 
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FROM THE FRENCH. 

TO THE AIR " KENLOCH OF KENLOCH." 

In the night, when the watchlight beside him was 
burning, 

The sentinel stood on the field of the dead. 
Yet then hope, on the wing of the midnight returning. 

Come clad in the smiles of the days that were fled. 
And though a soldier's mind might roam 

Back to the vanished battle day, 
He thought of his love, and he thought of his home, 

For the fields where we fought were a&r and away ! 

Then, turning again firom the strife and the slaughter. 
We swept the blue waves of a &r distant sea. 
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Yet he sighed as he bent o'er the dark ocean water 
For the wild wave that bore him still bore him from 
thee! 

Then, as we cleft the green sea foam, 
Or flew before the silvery spray, 

He thought of his love, and he thought of his home, 
While his vessel was bounding afar and away ! 



F 2 
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LINES 

Occasioned by the ceMrathn qf the atmhenaty of the 
Battle of Maida, bff the 7Sth Begiment, on the ith of 
July, 1820. 

Bs the goblet high filled up ! 

Yet again, upon the day 
When we drain the flowing cup 

To those, who far away, 
Resolving high and well, 

To conquer or to die, 
Fought bravely, bravely fell, 

On the plains of Italy! 

When the death-shot passed unheeded 
And unheard the death-groan rose ; 

And not a step receded 

From the showering death blows ; 
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Where the charging columns met 
Our highland pipe was heard, 

Where bayonet crossed bayonet 
There flashed our highland sword ! 

Where the battle-cry rose loudest 

Ere the strife b^an to &il, 
Our banner rode the proudest 

On the war-clouds of the gale : 
The highland plaid was torn, 

And the lofty plume laid low, 
But our thistle-flag was borne 

Through the foremost of the foe ! 

When that battle-field was won. 
Where the dead were thickest laid. 

We knew the mountain's son 
By his bonnet and his plaid ; 

The sword yet in his gprasp, 

And the wound in his broad breast 
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Through which, with life's last gasp 
His soul had gone to rest! 

From the reeking field of slaughter 

Where the bleeding soldier lay, 
O'er the distant ocean-water 

His heart ranged &r away, 
Where his little ones^ were playing 

Mid the rocks of lonely Skye, 
tlis spirit there was straying 

FromUte plains of Italy. 

One other pang^ one other, 

And death's bitterness was o'er! 
'Twas a thought of her, their mother, 

Whom his Arms might clasp no more ; 
How she gare her latest blessing. 

How she l^ieathed her only sigh, 
For him who there was pressing 

The plains of Italy. 
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But the dew-drops have wept over him, 

And his laurel leaves shall hide 
The long rank weeds that cover him 

Where he conquered and he died ! 
Their freshness may not wither, 

Their bloom may never die 
0*er those diat fell together 

On the plains of Italy. 

Another year rolls o'er them; 

Where, in theiir lonely grave, 
Far from the land that bore theixi, 

They rest — her perished brave ! 
But that land shall not forget them 

Her gallant sons — ^who lie 
Where the fatal death-shot met them 

On the plains of Italy. 
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I STOOD beneath the silver moon 

And looked upon the sea, 
Whose waves, beneath the midnight noon, 
Swiftly and silently rolled on 

Their path of destiny, 
And thought of one who &r away 
Was looking on that moon%ht ray. 
Because the beam it's radiance gave 
Lighted my pathway on the wave ! 

The summer breeze was light and fair, 

The summer waves asleep. 
Nor was the deathlike silence there 
Profimed by even the gentle air 

That bore us through the deep. 
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I thought not how those hreezes bore 
The wanderer to a dearer shore, 
I thought but how that gentle wind 
Bore him from one he left behind ! 

Those summer waves are past and gone 

Before a louder gale ; 
And in these heavens a colder moon 
Sheddeth her istormy light upon 

The bosom of my safl ! 
And soon a rougher breath shall sweep 
The storm-waves of the whitening deep, 
But tliey shall bear me on the main 
Returning to that one again ! 
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Thet say, when on a foreign strand, 
Far from fais own, his nadve land, 
With labour or with care opprest 
The weary wanderer sinks to rest, 
That then before his closing eyes 
Ofl-times his native scenes mise, 
And come, arrayed in Smcy's light, 
A welcome vision to his sight! 

In Tain my wearied eyes I dose, 
In vain I seek for sweet repose. 
My fancy knows not how to roam 
To climes that are no more my home ; 
But other hills and other streams 
Are present to my lonely dreams. 
And when my soul is wont to stray. 
To other lands she wings her way! 
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Her path is in die midnight sea, 
She rides the mght^wind silmtly, 
And winds and waves seem still to flow 
Along the path she loves to go, 
Till, &r beneath the pale notth star, 
She seems to curt) her fiery car ; 
Amid grey hills and^dark blue lakes. 
Her wel) known ^ath the wanderer takes, 
Where 8fill:beneath her lonely tread 
The purple he»tli«flower is spread ; 
And, o'er her, blending with the skies, 
The mountains' crested summits rise ; 
Scanetimes in dark deep glens she strays, 
Sometimes in grasay lawns, she .plays. 
Sometimes slie threads the deep pine wood, 
Or bounds ujpon the lake's blue flood. 
Or seeks, some distant stifl retreat 
Where idl that once was; dear and sweet. 
All that was lovely and was loved,^ 
Comes to the paths whete once we roved, 



116 



I'll bow no more to beauty's 8inile> 

I'll hang no more on her looks of love, 
I have found that beauty can oft beguile, 

And e'en that heor lovdiest glance can rove : 
It is like the bloom of the summer rose, 

Fair for a day, and br^ht, and sweet; 
Let it feel but the chill of the winter snows. 

And its colour shall fiide, and its scent shall fleet! 

It is like the swallow ; when summer smiles 
She spreads to the breeze her varied wing 

To bear her away to our northern isles, 

While the flowers are in bloom and the wfld birds sing ; 
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But when the breath of a rougher gale 

Hath stripped the leaves of the verdant spray, 

And frozen the breast of the lowly vale, 

She spreads the same wing to bear her away ! 

Then I'll look on the heart, and not on the brow 

Of the next that my wandermg loye shall win ; 
And 111 light where I find the bosom's woy9 

But tells of the purer snow within : 
And my wiser love shall learn to sip 

The lasting sweets of the lovdy mind, 
So those that hang on the rosy lip 

Shan leave no bitter to dw^ll behind. 
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WRITTEN FOR A LADY'S SCRAP BOOK. 



There is a melancholy pleasure when, 
After long years, long lingering years, are gone^ 

We tread the scenes we loved in youth again ; 
And though in after-times our path be lone, 
It leads to memory of days sweetly flown. 

Yet flown for ever — summoning to sight 
Dear, unforgotten friends. — Who hath not known 

The blessedness of such unlooked-for light, 
Breaking alone the depth of life's unvarying m'ght? 

There is a pleasure too, when we review. 
The lines that tell us of dear moments past, 

That speak of some glad meeting, fond adieu. 
Or scene of joy, the sweetest, for the last ; 
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To them we turn when all is overcast, 
As the lone sailor turns him to the shore 

He scarce can view from the departing mast ; 
Still tracing memory's bright creations o'er, 
Dear dreams of what hath been, but what may be no 
more. 
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FROM THE FRENCH. 



Farewell ! &rewell ! I will not weep ! 

The cheek you press no tears bedew ; 
But I will watch from yonder steep, 

Each mist thy silvery sail glides through ; 
And I will bless each snowy bird 

That o'er that sail may wing her way, 
And think that, had my prayer been heard, 

I had not been less blest than they. 

And I will think that happier hours 
May waft thee o'er those waves again, 

And clothe in fimcy's fiiirest flowers, 
The hopes that bear me up till then. 
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Yet then, perhaps, a tear may fall 
O'er dreams of bliss that may not be; 

Yet dear shall be those dreiM^ns, for all 
That tells of bliss must speak of thee. 

Farewell! FareweU! If days of tears, 

If nights of lonelier, deeper pain ; 
If youth's best hopes, and life's best years, 

Still given to thee, be given in vain, 
Farewell, for evermore, fiurewell! 

No more o'er yonder darkening sea, 
Return with altered eyes to tell 

Of altered heart and love, to me. 
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ON A SEAL, 



The denee of which vfa» a Leafy and the motto, 
" Je ne change qu*en mourant,** 



As the leaf that on the tree 
Waves in the innd, all fair and free, 
And changeless in its constant hue 
Flourishes where first it grew 
'Midst flowers that all-around it fling 
Scents upon the hreathing spring ; 
Bright as it, hut oh, so frail 
That heneath the passing gale 
Their light wreathed huds are torn 
From the hranch they might adorn, 
And they change, and fade^ and die, 
Soon heneath the inclement sky ; 
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While the leaf, as light as they. 
Dancing on the bending spray, 
Fair and changeless to the view 
Wantons all the summer through : 
When the storms of winter rise, 
Then, and only then, it dies ; 
Nor till then one tint of green, 
Fading from it shall be seen ! 
So the heart I give to thee 
Never may till death be free ; 

• 

Like the wild leaf, let it twine. 
Never more to part with thine ; 
When the lovely spring is gone 
And the summer suns come on. 
The ray that all things else shall wither 
Shall bind us closer, love, together ; 
Summer storms shall blow in vain, 
Vainly &11 the summer rain. 
Still our hearts together cleaving 
Shall defy the stormy heaven ! 
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Yet when summer suns are past 
Winter and &te shall come at^ast, 
Death shall come; from thine my heart 
Then, and then alone, shall part, 
On thee shall gaze my dying eyes, 
For thee my dying prayers shaU rise, 
Breadiing for thee my latest sigh. 
Then shall I change, and changing, die ! 
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FROM THE .FRENCH. 

She comes by night, a dream of light, 
With all her glories round her, 

She seems to rest upon the breast 
To which so oft I've bound het ! 

And many a. word with rapture heard, 
And whispered vow scarce spoken. 

Upon a bliss as deep as this 

Like summer light hath broken ! 

She seems to smile as once ere-while 
She used to smile upon me ; 

The voice, the tone, all, all her own, 
As when their sweetness won me ! 
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I hear them float, each simple note, 
Her own accustomed numbers ; 

It does not seem a fleeting dream 
To vanish with my slumbers ! 

Away! away! thou joyless day ! 

My heart has no such pleasure 
As that it feds when back it steals 

By night to my heart's treasure ! 

I would not wake, I would not break 
A spell so sweet, so charming. 

Unless to find the dream resigned 
For her, my bosom warming ! 
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FROM THE SPANISH. 



I SCARCELY thought her heart as pure, 

As her soft bosom's stainless snow, 
Nor dared I wake, to waken sure, 

Of all that now, alas ! I know. 
Oh why have beauty's eyes the power 

To weave the bonds we cannot sever, 
To lure us on in careless hour 

And bind us to her throne for ever. 

And yet should fitultless beauty prove 
Unworthy of her own bright ray, 

And shew that beauty cannot love. 
Or loves, and loves but to betray ; 
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Shall I not rend her slavish chain, 

Shall I not once again be free ? 
Go then ! my heart shall not retain, 

False one ! a single trace of thee! 

Thus then I cast thee to the deep, 

Far from my vainly fiiithftd breast ; 
And rouse me from the enchanted sleep 

That lulled me soul and sense to rest. 
Oft shall I think how fifdr thou wert, 

Think too how false my hopes have proved, 
And though I might not love thine heart 

Must grieve to know that I have loved ! 
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" Dum mvimus vivamits" 



Come ! fill me a goblet ! and let the rich vine 
Its blood, the red life-blood of pleasure, resign! 
Fill, fill me a cup, and give sorrow and care 
To the ocean-borne breath of the chilly night-air ! 
Oh ! why should we think of the griefs that around us 
Stand, whetting their arrows, and ready to wound us ? 
Why turn from the rainbow's pure colours and form 
In sadness to gaze on the dark thunder-storm ? 
Why quit the sweet rose that is blooming before us 
To think of her thorns and the briars that tore us? 
Why turn from the feast that is spread on the board, 
And from all our best joys, to the terrible sword 
That hangs from the roof-tree by one slender thread, 
With its point gleaming dreadful and bright o'er our head ? 

G 2 



180 

Oh ! why quit the pleasures* that yet may be ours, 
Why fly from our halk and our fiiir-blooming bowers, 
Why throw from our temples the ever green wreath, 
To think of misfortune, or sorrow, or death ? 

What are we? — ^the creatures of one sunny day, 
We frob'c an hour, and then pass away; 
We are gone, and for ever ! — ^meanwhile, a new race 
As frail and as wanton, springs up in the place. 
That their fathers had died from ; and frt>lic and sing 
As lightly as they did^ beneath the young spring 1 

Then come ! let us seize the gay nu>ment8 that roll 
So lightly and brightly to pass by the soul ! 
While beauty yet sheds on our bosoms the rays 
That are darted in light from h^ love-beaming gaze. 
While, floating for us, her long tresses of brown 
On her neck and her ivory shoulders fiiU down; 
While her bosom for us gives the sweet-scented sigh, 
To breathe of whose balm it were little to die ; 
While the cup over-flows, and the grape for our use, 
To lighten our cares has poured forth her rich juice ; 
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Ob ! why should we linger^ nor hasten to seize 
Upon pleasures so sweet and so fleeting as these ? 
Even now, while I sing, youth is vanishing fiist 
From my heart and my brow, and when that is gone 

past, 
The beauty that once with her glances of fire, 
To its note of wild love had awakened my lyre, 
May meet my changed eyes— «but may meet them in 

vain. 
Since love flies with youth and re.tums not again. 
And the cup lor my pleasure so oft that was poured 
Despised or neglected, may stand on the board ; 
Then haste, let me drain it, while drain it I may. 
And live through the whole of my life's fleeting day. 
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THE PIRATE'S FAREWELL. 

Vide " The Pkate," Vol. 3. 

Farewell ! then for ever! fiirewell to the light 
That I cherished too deeply to weep for its flight ; 
Farewell to my love, to my hope^ to my pride, 
To the vessel that bore me along the dark tide. 
That was wont on the breast of the waves to recline. 
As secure as my hopes should have rested on thine ! 
Farewell to my banner that ruled the blue sea. 
And the sword I scarce trusted less fondly than thee. 

Farewell too to those, at my side who once stood. 
As we fought or we bled on the field or the flood ; 
Who watched when my eye-lids were closing in sleep, 
With me dared the wrath of the foe and the deep ; 
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Mocked the stonn and the battle, spumed danger and 

toil, 
And drank to the fidlen as they parted the spoil ; 
This, these, all, are nothing, and what can they be 
When with them I must take my long fiirewell of thee? 

• 
And thou too, farewell ! and for ever ! I fly 
From the breath of thy lip and the light of thine eye ; 
I had hoped at those lips and those eyes to have found 
A reward for the dangers that circle me round. 
I had hoped — it is past 1 that the sound of my name 
Should crimson those soft cheeks — ^but never with 

shame. 
But hope fades, though the last of her glances that flee. 
Are the glances whose brightness is borrowed from 

thee. 

It is past, and I go — though the battle may rave. 
And more loud be the voice of the storm-wind and 
wave, 
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Their wrath is as nothing, and all is repaid, 

By the sighs thou hast breathed, and the words thou 

hast said; 
But these, too, are vanished, and hope never more. 
To my wearying l^urk spreads her lights from the shore; 
Nor comes she again, till death brings her to firee • 
The spirit whose wing shall be welcomed by thee ! 
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LINES 

fyriten far a Quaigh, C^rinking cup, J made of the CrooktUme 
Yew, under the shade oftchieh Mary of Scotland is said to have 
frequently sate with Damiey previously to their marriage. 



There was a time, when in the shady grove 
Where erst the branch that formed this goblet grew, 
A queen sate gazing in her dark-eyed love, 
And deep he drank the poisoned gaze, nor knew 
How fidse that dream of heaven, — the days how few, 
When he might swi him in his Mary's smile I 
Ask of thine heart how quick such moments flew. 
And think how when they yielded to their guile 
The cup that foams for thee waved over them the while ? 
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For thee that cup is filled ! ft cannot give 
Joy like the joys it witnessed, yet 'twill shed 
Some magic influence to bid thee live 
More rich in sweet remembrance, or may shed 
Darkness o'er days too swifUy, dearly sped, 
Lulling the heart in such forgetfiilness 
As soothes the aching heart and throbbing head 
Where dwells the memory of love's last caress, 
Yet drain the cup of love, for that alone can bless ! 
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FROM THE FRENCH ROMANCE, 



<( 



Partant pour la Syne,*' &c. &c. 



At Mary's altar as he stood, ere yet he sought a&r, 
Amid the sands of Palestine, his maiden field of war. 
Thus prayed the young and gay Dunois, while arming 

for the fight ; 
" Oh let me love the &irest fair, and be the bravest 

knight !" 

The soldier's vow a soldier's sword engraved upon the 

stone, 
Ere to the strife he went to guard the cross, and 

Philip's throne. 
Where, &ithfiil to his noble wish, he cried, — and struck 

with might, 
" Let love be for the fairest /atV, — ^fiune for the bravest 

knight ! 



• 
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Before his blows the war gave back, — *' Dunois !" his 

chieftain cried^ 
** I owe to thee the field, and thou shalt owe to me thy 

bride: 
'' My daughter Isabel is thine ; — thy guerdon, as thy 

right, 
" For she is still the feirest/atr, — ^as thou the bravest 

knight r 
Then, when, at Mary's holy shrine, before the conquering 

bands, 
They joined in sijght of earth and heaven, their plighted 

hearts and hands. 
Around them steel-dad warriors cried, and many a lady 

bright, 
*' Oh ! may love bless the fairest fair, and &me the 

bravest knight." 



/ 
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MINVANE'S LAMENT FOR RYNO. 



FROM OSSIAN. 

And is my hero fallen thus on Ullin's mossy plain ? 

And must Minvane here alone, deserted thus, remain ? 

Alone I will not be, ye winds, ye winds that lightly blow 

The scattered locks that o'er my brows in careless sor- 
row flow ; 

Not long my sighs shall taint your breath upon the 
mountain steep. 

No! in the narrow<-house with thee, my Ryno! let me 
sleep! 

I see thee not with beauty's steps, returning from the 
chase. 

Night is around Minvane's love, — ^in Ryno'fl dwelling 
place; 
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Where is thy sword? thy sounding bow? the shield J 

fondly thought 
Would dash stem death aside from thee» my love, where 

heroes fought! ^ 

I see them in thy darkening ship, — in wild confusion 

flung, 
Thoiigh round the hall where Ryno sleeps no warrior 

arms are hung; 
Arise! arise! the morning calls — ^the himters seek the 

plain, 
The hinds around thy dwelling come, and thou art near, 

in vain! 
Away ! away ! thou fair haired mom ! for R3rno hears 

thee not. 
Where o*er his head the wild-deer bound, unheeded and 

forgot : 
But I will lightly tread, and come to thy repose, my 

king! 
In silence shall Minvane lie nor break thy slumbering. 
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And vainly shall the maidens seek Minvane through the 
gloom 

Where on the couch of love she lies in Ryno's narrow 
tomb, 

And vainly shall they pour their song that lonely tomb 
above, 

Minvane hears them not, — she sleeps beside her fair- 
haired love. 
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FROM OSSIAN'S DARTHULA, 



'TwAs once, in Selma, as the night doud fell 
We sate in arms around the inspiring shell. 
The blast that sighed along our midnight halls 
Touched my sweet harp that hung on Selma's walls 
And woke, with magic power, from all its strings 
A voice, as when the widowed minstrel sings 
With wailing harp and melancholy breath 
O'er her he loved the hopeless song of death : 
Mournful and sweet, and slow, the unearthly strain 
Swept round the roof, again, and yet again, 
Till royal Fingal, with prophetic ear 
Caught, as it sighed along, that voice of fear. 
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'' Hark!" said the grey haired inotaarcb, ''hearthenote 
" That tells of death, round Selma's roof-tree float! 
*' Too well I know my son's sad harp-strings mourn 
" Some absent hero> never to return ; 
" Let then the warrior note of sorrow rise 
" For him, the fitUen, to the silent skies, 
" That so the spirit from the field of blood 
" May gladly fly to Morven's lonely wood;** 
I took, obedient to the monarch's words. 
My golden harp, and swept its mournful chords : 

'* Bend from your clouds," I sung " the clouds of night, 
" Ghosts of my fathers, in your shadowy flight! 
'* Lay by the lightning that its glory sheds 
" Red and terrific round your mailed heads, 
" And take the chief who now in battle Mis 
" Morven's lost hero to your cloudy halls. 
" Whether the dark earth hides his bloody grave, 
" Or floats his corpse on Ocean's weltering wave, — 
" Give him the spear ye bear, the drifting cloud, 
" Give him the robe of mist, the mountain's shroud, 
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** Give him the vanished warrior's guard and pride 
" A meteor sword, to deck his giant side ! 
** Yes, bend and hear me, in your shadowy flight, 
" Ghosts of my fathers, from the clouds of night." 

Such was the strain in Selma's halls I sung, 
While to the notes my harp responsive rung ! 
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BERRATHON. 



FROM 08SIAN. 



Roll on thy course, sweet stream^ and sweep again 
In azure windings circling Lutha's plain ! 
Let the deep woods from many a rugged hill 
Wave their dark branches o'er thy murmuring rill, 
And let the sun, at noon-tide rolling high, 
Kiss thy cool torrent from the burning sky ! 
There, on its rock, while eyening's sighs are heard, 
The nodding thistle waves its hoary beard. 
The wild flower hangs its heavy head, and seems 
To find a voice to suit my mournful dreams : 

" Why, thou unwelcome breeze!" it seems to say, 
** Comest thou to chace my pleasing sleep away? 
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*' O'er my thin leaves descends the falling dew ; 
^ Yet &lls too late their freshness to renew, 
" And each wild blast that hovers near receives 
** Some scattered tribute of those fisuling leaves : 
" To-morrow he shall come that saw me shed 
*' Beauty and fragranc^e. round my purple head ; 
** He comes, and seeks around, yet seeks in vain, 
" The lonely dweller upon Lutha's plain." 
To me the moral speaks,, for tbus.i^ihall £iil 
The voice that soun^P ip (vooa'^.^d^oing vale ; 
And tlnu the Jti^u^ter wbcj^^itf. strains areiO'er, 
Shall seek the haip, that; greets his e^r no more ! 
" Where hath the voicfi . t)iat, ^W^. thp. i>¥g)ity gone ? 
'< Where deepeth car-borqe. If ingid'S/ininstrel son ?" 
Thus shall he. jsay,t.w}ule V^r lus manly j^nse, 
Its crystal path the unwoAted tear shaU. toace* ' 

Come then, MaivioaJ pome I and faom the skies 
Bring with, thee those, ixprnprtal melodies . 
That strove of. old to soq^ the mjmstrel's ear. 
That won of old the childless minstrel's tear ; 
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Come then, with all thy music, ittaiden, come, 
To welcome Ossian to the lonely tomb, 
Where, upon Lutha's plam, I bid them spread 
That couch of dreamless shnaber fyi the dead ! 
Malvina! where art th<m? diy song^ are still. 
Thy step is silent on the desolate Mil 
Oh thou who guidest here my lonely way, 
Tell Ossian where her lingering footsteps stray. 
** I came by l^orlutha's mossy walls, . 
" But I found 'no fedst ih Torlutha's hdls, 
** No smoke was ciirled'on'tbe rolling breese, 
" There rose no voii^ froM Torlutha-s trees, 
" There came nb sound that min^ ear could dis- 

" cover, ' 

*' The cry of the chase was huShed and oyer; 
'' But I saw the huntress tHaida oome by • . 
" With a pausing step and a downcast eye, 
*< And T sought for Malvina, ih irain, for they 
'' In sflehce and gnef turned their headil'away. 
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" Even as the stara on a hill by night 
" Send th|K>ugh a mist their idiadowy light, 
'' And, as we gaze, each trembling star 
"Shines in its own pale doud afiu*, 
*\ So did the maiden's eyes appear, 
" Each quivering and moist in its own bri^ 
.".tear." 
Sweet be thy sleep ! thou lovely beam ! too soon 
From Morven's hill that blessed light hath gone ; 
As the pale moon upon .the trembling sea, 
Moves like a queen through heaven's blue canopy. 
So were the steps of thy departure seen, 
Stately and high on Selma's voiceless green I 
Thou first of Lutha's maids ; alone I wait 
Fast by the rock where once so oft we sate ; 
I watch and bear no voice : thy song hath fled ; 
No light beams o'er me ; thou hast vanished ; 
And silence sinks throughout the desolate earth 
On those that live to weep thy perished worth ! 
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No ! mid thy friends thou risest, pure and' bright, 
Like the first glance of morning's rosy light, 
Where, midst the chambers of the thunder-storm, 
Throned on his cloud, sits FingaFs awfril form. 

O'er Cona's fields a shadowy veil is hung. 
Upwards its blue and curling sides are flung. 
The wind's broad wings beneath it spread sustain 
That airy palace of the monarch's re^n ! 
Within those walls is Fingal's dwelling place. 
And there the chieflain of a vaiiished race 
Sits like a king, and grasps in shadowy hand 
A phantom-spear, his sceptre of command. 
And bears a slueld, with fleeting mists o'erspread, 
Like the pale moon, that sinks on ocean's bed. 
And faintly smiles along the deep-green wave 
Towards the far shores those silvered waters lave. 
Around the king their state his warriors hold, 
They sit, while Ullin sings the songs of old. 
And strikes the half-viewless harp, and wakes again 
In Fingal's palaces his deathless strain ; 
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A thoi»aild<Jueftaiii8 fiom' their brows of light 
Scatter dim radiance through the startled night, 
Where^ in the midst, in gracefol beams arrayed 
Stands the pale phantom of the minstrel-maid ! 
The same sweet blush ihat o'er her virgin cheek 
On eardi was wont to shed its rosy streak. 
Springs to its wonted throne ; her eyes behold 
Her unknown sires, the giant chiefii of old. 
And slow she turns her tearful gaze away 
In maiden terror from that stem array, 
Till Fingal's yoice with deep and awfid sound 
Breaks the long silence that had rdgned around. 

** Comest thou so soon firom Lutha's halls of pride ? 
" Comest thou so soon from aged Ossian's ieiide ? 
" Daughter of noble Toscar, o'er the heath 
** Sighs fkintly on with wild and wailing breath, 
<* The breeze that raised the locks that wont to rest, 
" Heavy and thick upon thy snowy breast, 
« It seeks Torlutha's halls — ^thou art not there ! 
'* Amid thy father's arms that voice of air 
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** Breathes its famt inoaftingB, whLete on-Liitha's hills 
** The hero's trappings -deck' thotfe rained* walk. 

Spread then thy rusding Tvingi* sweet breeze, and come 

To sigh with me upon MAlvina'd tomb, 
** Where, on the'roek, by Lutha's moumAil stream, . 
** It rises dimly' to the pale moon-beam. 
" There the long. train hath' passed,' the song isomer, 
" The weepets'leave it, atid return no more, 
" And only thou, sHreet hsei^ltiB, art left to mourn 
" Above the minstrel-maiden's lim^y urn." 

Who comes ? a wanderer fr<Mn the dusky west ! 
Borne on a fleeting doud his' footsteps rest, 
A smile sits dimly on his lofty brow, 
Spread to the winds his misty ringlets flow ; 
The shadowy mantle o'er his shoulders spread. 
The meteor g^ms that dteck the phantom's head, 
And step, supported by his' sceptre-spear, 
Till that Malvina's royal sire dfaws near. 
Hark ! a wild voice on midnight silence breaks, 
While thus the monarch-spectre sighs, and speaks : 
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" Why, midst her fitthers, on the clouds on high, 

" Thus soon doth Lutfaa's lovely sun-heam fly, 

'* That light which gazing eyes were wont to hless ? 

Yet thou wert sad in Lutha's palaces, 

Thy friends were gone with vanished Trenmor*s race, 
" The weak man's sons had reigned in Fingal's place, 
" And none, save Ossian, king of spears, remains 
" Of all the heroes of those dark grey plains.*' 

Spirit of the car-home Toscar ! from thy cloud 
Think'st thou of days so joyful, fields so proud, 
As these where Ossian, ere his strength was gone 
Fought hy the side of Conloch's mighty son ? 
And oft, how oft, together have we stood. 
Bright in our steel, n^n the field of hlood ? 
The stranger saw us come, like rocks that sweep 
Their dreadful pathway down the mountain steep ; 
The stranger saw, and struck with fearftd awe, 
Fled from the chiefs of Cona's rolling war. 

Draw near, my friend, and hear the aged tell 
In minstrel verse how heroes fi>ught and fell ; 



158 

Fast on my soul a thousand memories, 
Fresh and distmctt of other days, arise, 
What time with Lutha's chief, the great and brave 
My path was spread upon the mountain wave ; 
Draw near, and hear the voice of Cona sound 
Once more our hiUs, our listening groves, around ; 
And hear me wake o'er days for ever past, 
One strain, and that the sweetest, and the last. 

Thb Kino of Men commanded, and we spread 
Our sails to ocean's breezes, — Ossian led 
The war of Morven ; at his mailed side 
Stood Tosciff, chief of Lutha's towers of pride. 
High in our ship o'er dark blue waves we rode 
To &r Berrathon, Larthmor's drear abode; 
To &r Bbrrathok, isle of storms, whose caves 
Hear the deep thunders of a thousand waves, 
Twas Larthmor's hand that spread before the king 
The feast of shells, and waked the minstrel string. 
What time to Starno's halls the monarch came^ 
A youthful hero, yet unknown to fame i 
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Now, the thin locks on Larthmor's'broifs weK grey. 

From Larthmor'B ann^its strength had passed away, 

And Uthal came, for whom a thousand maids 

Sighed, toudied with love, in deep Finthormo's shades, 

Uthal, his own dark son, whose heart of ire 

Raised his proud hand i^;ainst his ancient sire ; 

He dared to bind his sire and king, and reign 

In Larthmor*s throne o'er Larthmor's broad domain. 

Long, in his cave, by ocean's shore confined 

Wearied and sad that aged monarch pined, 

There never came the sun with joyous ray 

To chase the long, eternal, night away ; 

Nor there whoi evening sunk upon the seas, 

The blazing oak-trees warmed the pierciiig breeze ! 

There Larthmor dwelt, — ^none came to find him there. 

Save the chill breathings of the cold night air, 

Or save the moon, that sometimes as she passed 

Along the wave, her trembling glances cast 

To where the king, beside the ocean vtream. 

Blessed in his heart that pure and pitying beam. 



165 

But Smtho heard of Flngal's fstfaermg &»€» 

To Selma's halls the friend of Lard^or came, 

He told the king of LartiiiiiorVtnalor ibes. 

He told, and Fingal's dreadful wradi ^ose ! 

Thrice, where it vested in his p^acefiil haDr, 

He grasped the beamy ^ear-that decked the walls ; 

Yet, as he stood, before the monarch's eyes. 

His mightier acts in memory^i ^h't arise, 

And why should MorrenV chitf, the strong and brave, 

Seek trembling Uthal o'er Benisthoh^s wave? 

He bade his son and LuthaV chief i^ 

Lead to the Ic^ely isle his ranks of yfzx ! 

Glad in the pride of youthful revelry. 
Our hearts rejoiced f^Km the bounding sea. 
We half unsheathed our -swords, and proudly eyed 
The blades that glistened at eadi mailed side ; 
For ne'er before upon the field of blood 
Ossian and Toscar all alone had stood ! 

Night sunk on ocean's bosom, and the gales 
Spread their fiunt wings, and left our fluttering sails, 
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The cold round moon shone dimly from on high. 
The red stars twinkled in the deep blue sky, 
And near Berratfaon's cli£& our weary prow 
Worked through the waves her passage, dull and slow. 

** What voice/' said Toscar, '* to my listening ear . 
" Comes o'er the wave whose murmuring sound we hear, 
** What faint, pale form beams dimly on my sight, 
" Scarce seen through mists and Hitting shades of night ? 
" There, on that rock, deserted and alone, 
" A maiden sits and makes her plaintive moan ; 

Her dark head droops upon her arm of snow, 
" Her tresses wildly to the breezes flow ; 
" Hear, son of Fingal ! hear her mourn&l song, 
'* That sad and slow like gliding streams runs on. 

We turned our ship into that silent bay, 
And heard the maiden sing her mournful lay !* 

" How long, while h^e upon my rock I dwell, 
'* Round me shall ocean's angry waters swell? 



* This personage is ** Nloa-thoroV' a name which I have tbeofht It ad- 
risable to omit. 



« 
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** Not thus in caves my lonely couch was spread, 

" Not thus beneath the rocks I laid my head, 

'' What time, in high Finthormo's halls, the feast 

" Decked the wide board and gladdened every breast. 

" I spoke, I saw my aged sire rejoice 

" Once more to hear his daughter's tuneful voice ; 

" I moved, a form of light and loveliness, 

" I heard the youths that gazed upon me Uess 

*' In warm and fervent prayer the dark haired maid 

" That came so &ir through proud Finthormo's shade. 

" Till Uthal came, the gaUant Uthal came, 

." Bright as the sun in heaven's high vault of flame, 

" And melting maidens gave the hearts he won, 

" Willing and glad to Larthmor's lovely son. 

" Why didst thou leave me, Uthal, thus to weep 

** Lonely- and sad above the roaring deep ? 

'* A heart that loved so dearly never planned 

** One deed of ill, nox hath the trembling hand, 

*< Which to thy Up so oft thine own hath pressed, 

** Raised the fell sword against my Uthal's breast! 
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« Leave me not thus, Finthormo'a kingi to weep 
" Here on my rock above the murmuring deep." 

I heard the moumfttl song, aitd to my eyes 
Gushing and &8t the tears of pity rise ; 
I came, and dad in all my gleaming arms, 
Gazed half enamoured of her shaded duurms ; 
Yet then I bade the mnden's sorrow eease, 
And thus I spoke the soo^ung words of peace : 

** Oh thou, that dwelling in the storm-wrou^t caves, 
" S^dest thy night-song o'er thede answering waves, 
" Tell me, sweet midd, what sorrow unr^iressed 
" Heaves the deep sigh that swells thy lovely breast : 
" Daughter of {»roud Torthoma, rise, and come, 
" Borne in our sh^,- by Mocven's warriord, home ; 
** Our wrath, our streng^ alone the mighty feel, 
'* Against th6 weak we 'lift not Morven's sted. 
" Speak but thy wish, and Qssian at the word, 
" Lifts o'er thy recreant foes his beamy sword ; 
** Rise dien, Tcnthbma's daiigfater, rise, and c6me, 
** Borne in our ship, by Morven^s warriors home : 
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" For now, on dark Benradioa'& waves, our path 
** Bears to Finl^ornio'a walls our monarch's wrath." 

In all her bemity rose the g^aeefiil maid, 
0*er her fair brows wild wandering radiance played, 
As when the shadow of the pale spring beam 
Flit o'er the bosom ef the br^htening stream. 

The monuBg came, and saw our weary sails 
Bound into Rothma's bay with fiivouring gales ; 
Soon as on rough Berrathon's shore we stood, 
A boar rushed fiercely from the sounding wood, 
I met the forest monster in his pride. 
Plunged' my strong spear into his bristly side, 
And stood^ rejoicing in the blood that came, 
The reeking first fruits of that field of &me ! 

But now from h%^ Finthdrmo rushing on 
With all his train came Larthmor's ri^;ing.son ; 
They seek the chase^ and o'er the spreading heath 
They come,imknow]ng, to the field of death. 
Uthal, in all his pride of strength was there. 
In either hand he grasps a pointed spear. 
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Girt to his side a sword the warrior bore^ 
His gallant dogs of chase spriing on before. 
Behind his chieftains stood, and gazed a&r 
At the proud steps that led Finthormo's war: 
I gave the word ;— before his path arose 
HelmetSi and ispears, and plumes, and armed foes ; 
Round his dark lance his crowding chieftains throng. 
Save one alone, a minstrel child of song. 

" Whence comes the hapless stranger's wandering 
son?" 
Haughty and proud that aged bard began : 
" Whence come ye, strangers ! to Berrathon's shore, 
" From Uthal's sword to wander home no more I 
" In Uthal's halls no strangers feast is spread, 
" With strangers' life-blood Uthal's streams are red! 
<* Yet, if devoted to a foreign tomb, 
'* Victims from Selma's mossy walls ye come, 
^ We pardon three, and three alone, to bring 
" Your tale of death to Morven's distant king ; 
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'' Perhaps the tale may lure the monarch here, 

** A victim worthier of Uthal's spear. 

" Then choose, and send your brethren forth, to tdl 

" To Morven's kipghow Morven's warriors fell; 

" So like the oak that o'er our vallies grows, 

" Finthormo's fame shall rise o'er prostrate foes." 

** Not thuSf proud bard ! Finthormo's fame shall rise," 
I said, with burning cheek and flashing eyes ; 
** Uthal himself would yanish from his glance, 
" Like Uthal's chiefs before this quivering lance ; 
" The son of Comhal comes, and kings retire 
" Like scattered mist firom his destructive ire, 
" Thinkest thou that three shall basely ^^ to tell 
" To Morven's king how Morven's warriors fell ?" 
" No, he may hear his people fell, — ^but claim 
" By warrior acts the song of warrior fame." 

We stood in darkening strength, the brave, the few. 
Near me his sword the gallant Toscar drew; 
As mountain streams, where precipices frown, 
Come from their snowy sources foaming down, 
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So did the fi>e (some mving oa I ^ound 
Rose from the heath the battle's deadly sound, 
Shididsupoii shields, and swords on. armour c]aah» 
Steel mixes Inright with steel its angry flash, 
As when, perhaps, a thou3aBd g^ostii by night 
Bend through the dusky groVe thdr sounding flighty 
And winds and storms :thi|t wait around their path 
Work on the crashing stems theiif powerful wrath. 
Such was the battte's dia To Ossian's blade 
His forfeit life the yanquished Uthid paid ; 
Twas then, as in rajreyes the tear-dlx^ hung, 
O'er the feiif clay I bent, and fendly^ sung. 

*^ Add ai^ thou feUen upon thy lonely hiU, 
« Lovely in life, in death more lovely still ? 
*' Thus the young pine in all its beauty dies, 
*' No breeze along the leafless brandies sighs, 
" But there, like thee, upon the widowed heath 
'' The victim sleeps in beauty, if in death." 

The maid we rescued sate, and heard afar 
The clash of mingling swords, and crie? of war; 
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Far on the shore ahe sate, for Lethmal there 
Our aged haxif Consohi the weeping fiur : 
And as. they, lingered, by the sea-beat rock, 
On him she tnrned her weeping eyes, and spoke I 

** Son oflhe times of old ! the battle's breath 
" Brings to my ear the distant voice of death ; 
" Even now, perhapsi Finthormo's chief contends, 
^'.Contends in vain widiLetfamal's warrior friends : 
" Oh ! that alone upon my barren rock 
** I listened to the wave's timmltuotts shock, 
" Nor heard the battle's voice of &te and fear 
*' Send its dreiui warning to my listening ear : 
'^ And art thou fiiUen indeed? and hast thou rim 
" Thus soon thy race,. Finthormo's kingly son ? 
'< What if I lingered in the lonely isle? 
" It was hot pain ; — I thought of thee the while ;" 

In all her tearo she rose, and sought the field 
Where Ossian raised her Uthal's blood-stained shield, 
Above his corpse she fell, and with a sigh 
Ended her life, her love, her constancy, — 
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O'er her wan brow her golden locks I spread^ 
While thus I sorrowed o'er the lovely dead, 
What time, while bursting tears unbidden come, 
O'er them my warriors raised one dark*grey tomb : 

'* Sleep on ! ye lovely ones ! sleep on !" I said, 
" Fast by the dashing waters' mossy bed ; 
** Oft-times the huntress maids with trembling eyes, 
" Shall mark the stones that o'er your couch shall rise,- 
** Sleep on ! sleep, hapless ones, in peace, for long 
" Your fame shall live in many a minstrel song. 
" In Selma's haUs this harp's loud voice shall raise 
" Its note of mournful music to your praise ; 
" And Selma's maidens heave their breasts of snow 
'* With many a sigh to hear the tale of woe : 
" In other lands your &me shall long be known ; 
" Sleep by the mossy stream !— sleep oh ! — sleep on ! 

Twice the sun rose upon our fluttering sails 
lliat turned not homewards with those morning gales ; 
At length Berrathon's chiefs assembling bring 
Forth from the sea-girt cave their aged king ; 
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In Larthmor's halls the feast is spread again, 
Sounds there once more the harp's enchanting strain, 
And trembling joyj so long a stranger, stole 
Like life-blood through the gladdened monarch's soul. 
I saw that ancient chieftsun, how he eyed 
His &ther's arms with gliance of warrior pride. 
And how with moistened gaze his eye ran o'er. 
Those arms that once in happiei^ days he bore ! 

Before the king we sate, and heard the prayer 
That blessed the chie& of Morven's friendly War, 
But ah ! he knew not that the narrow tomb 
Folded his son in its relentless gloom : — 
They said that far, with grief and envy fired, 
To distant woods the vanquished chief retired. 
And there, with many a tear that rolled in vain 
Told to the night-stars all the tale of pain ; 
Alas ! 'twas false ! on Rothma's silent heath 
The dreamless hero slept the sleep of death. 

The fourth day came the gale that swifl and strong 
Bore on their homeward path our sails along. 
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And Larthmor came with all his niinBtrel band 
To greet the friends that left his bland strand; 
Amidst his joy, upon die gloomy plain 
He saw the lone memorial' of the slain ; . • 
He saw the mossy tombi and o'er fm sool 
Presaging fear? for U^al daarhly roll ! 

*' Which of my perished chie&":^^e monarch said, 
" Fills in his glory yonder rock^buik bedf 
" I deem him sprung fh>m kings,^ of Idngly name, 
** Not such the ton^ less noble blood might elaim, 
'* Say, was he once tife dread Of tiartiimor^s foes, 
'< First in his halb, ere Udml-s pride iudse ? 
" I see ye droop ydur sitont heads ;a^I kitow 
** There sleeps my Uthal, 'king ^heroes, low ; 
*^ Oh I that in yonder caVe I still remained ' ' 
" Whilst here my son in high Finthonno rieigned! 
" Sometimes perhaps, when near my dwelling place 
** My warrior rushed to the acof|8tomed ^hace, 
I might have heard his high and stat^ly> tread 
" Echo like music o'fer my lonely ^head.^ » ^ 
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'' Sometimes the wild sea-blast might waft his voice, 
" Through these lone caves to bid my soul rejoice ! 
" But now, alas ! llurdaghoat my son^owing halb 
'* The night that knows no morning darkly fajls :" 

Such were my deeds, when Ossian's heart was young, 
When Ossian's arm with youth's firm nerve was strung; 
Such too the mightier acts that Wont to raise 
The minstrel song to gallant Toscar's praise : 
ToscAB is flying^n his storm^ rocked cloud. 
While, widi gr^ head and form by sorrow 'bowed, 
By Lutha's stream I breathe my plaintive sigh, • 
And, like the breezes on the leaves that die, - * 
When Autumn's breath forsakes the trembling- woods. 
Pour my wild death-song o'er the nnechoing floods ! ; 
Not long, not l<mg) by Lutha's moumful stream 
Shall lonely Osaian potir liis i^rit*s stream ; 
Not long shall Ossiah stay-^aloiie! alone ! — 
No ! mid the cloudy he sdes the shadowy throne 
On which, with darkness robed ^ th^ minstrel king • 
Shall sit and sing, while worlds are listening ! • 
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0*er this grey hill, along its hoary side 

Borne on the nig^t-wind's wing my form shall ride, 

So shall the sons of other years behold 

The kingly stature of their chiefii of old ; 

And trembling creep to secret caves, and eye 

With fear the gathering clouds and lowering sky, 

Where, with tlie tempest clad, with darkness crowned. 

Midst the g^y rack shall Ossian's shade be found. 

Lead roe ! oh lead me to the sounding wooids ! '. 

Where the winds career o'er the dark blue floods ; 

Is there no oak in the forests there 

Bending firom Mora its branches bare? 

Yes ! there is one, with its sere arms cast 

Waving abroad on the hollow blas^ 

And there hangs my harp, while an echo rings 

Mournful and low firom the golden strings ; 

Is it the wind that is breathing on thee 

That awakens my wild harp's melody ? 

Or is it a wandering ghost of night 

That gives thee a voice so sweet and light ? 



Malvina's hand is nummg along 
The chords, as she siiigs her unearthly song; 
Yet give me the harp, that another note 
Round the cavemed hill may' sweetly floaty 
And my soul, on the wing of that mounting strain. 
Shall fly to my father's halls again ;. 
Yes ! my fathers shall hear me, and bend on high 
Their mist-robed forms from the piEirted sky. 
And their hands shall take their minstrel son 
To the eternal halls his deeds have won ! 
The blasted oak that o'erhangs the stream 
Shall mournfully sigh to my mournful theme, 
And the withered fern thai is waving near 
Shall blend, as it waves, with my own'grey hair ! 
Oh ! strike this inmiortal harp, and raise the song ! 
Be near, ye winds, and wafb the strain along ! 
Be near, widi all your whirling wings, and bear' 
His son's last song to royal Fingal's ear. 

The blast has flung abroad thy palace gate! 
I see theesit in all thy misty state, 

I 
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Gleaming amid thy glorious anna,*— a doud 
Flings o'er thy majesty its dusky shroud ; 
That noble form is now no more the dread 
Of vanished kings that once before thee fled. 
It hangs in heaven like the clouds that sail 
Through starry skies, a half transparent veil. 
Through which the lights on ooeah'a wave that rise. 
Look on thy, fields of blood with weeping eyes. 
Alas ! thy strength, lather' and king, is gone ! 
Thy shield is like the dim and aged moon, 
Struggling with mists ; thy sword, the glance of death. 
Shines like some marshy fen's enkindled breath: 
How changed since late it shed its battle gleam, 
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The foeman's dread, the minstrers dearest theme ! 

The chief whose steps were Hght along the steep 
Slumbers in darkness now, his endless sleep ; 
Still are those steps upon the winds ; thy form 
Wields in its dread right hand the darkening storm, • 
And now, even now, before thy dreadful frown. 
Wrapped in his shadowy clouds the sun goes down. 
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And gathered snowsy and mist, and rain, and hail, 
Are borne before thee by the obedient gale ! 
Yet, in its mildneiss of thy spirit come forth, 
Hushed are the whirlwinds of thestormy north, 
The breath of bahny morning hangs around. 
The laughing sun-beams kiss the flowery ground. 
The bright grey stream with hoarsely murmuring play : 
Winds through the happy vale its gentle way, 
And Morven's deer, rejoicing in the breeze. 
Bound to the plains from Mora's rustling trees ! 
Hark! a low murmur runs along the heath ! 
The storms forget to blow, the winds to l>reathe, , 
And Fingal's voice, the voice I loved to .hear. 
Sends its deep accents to my listening ear. 

" Come !'* says the mighty spirit, " come ! where 
fame, 
" Prize of high deeds, is given to Fingal's name ! 
'< What then, if darkness hide our battle plains, 
" O'er the grey cairn the light of song remains : 
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" Twas Ossian's Voice in]r deeds oi'ma^ihit dung, 
" In Selma^s h^H'tlAt lofty luiip wik Btrung, 
" Come, ccfok away, my minstrel «oa ! taoA fly, 
" Joined with tliy ftthern, on the elemds on high." 

Yes, king of men I iky son shM Itear. I come, 
Aged, and tottering to wj lonely tonb ^ 
No more on Cona is the tflinstrel seen, - * - 
His steps ar<p vamshing on lSel4»a's greeH, ' 
And near the stone on Mora's wooded Mee|» 
His long last sltmiker shall thine' Osirian sleep : 
Nor shall he WlA^en, when the nolrthdm blast 
Wafts th^ grey locks that o'er its htek&i lireeast; 
Hence, on your wings, ye winds, nbr^tritdr in vain 
To chase the bard's eternal rest again t ' 
The night is long, aiid slmnber weighs nie down, 
Hence on your wings, ye winds, begone ! begone ! 

Why, son of heroes, should thy gladness cease? 
Why should the clouds that dim thy soul increase ? 
The chie&, the kings of some more distant day. 
Without their meed of fiune, have passed away ; 
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Aye I and the sons of coming years shall fail 
Like the dark wares before the ocean gale, 
Or like the leaves on Morven's oaks that die 
When storms are gathering in the wintry sky ! 

Rtko ! my brother, and my gallant son, 
My own, my car-borne Oscar, ye are gone : 
Aye ! and the haUs where now his sons reside 
Echo no more to Finoal's step of pride ; 
And thoUi shalt thou alone, old bard, remain, 
When kings have faded from our desart plain ? 
No ! let me vanish ; but my fame shall grow 
Like the tall oak on Mora's crest of snow. 
That lifts mid howling winds its giant form. 
And nods, in high defiance of the storm, 
Where on the mount its mighty branches wave, 
The pride and shelter of the warrior's grave. 
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In order that the forgoing should be intelligible, It is neoessary to review 
Ossian's history. 

FIngal was liing of Morven, and his sons were OsBlan«.FIUani and Ryno.— 
Ryno and Flllan bail fitUen Inthe' wan of those periods, and at the time of 
tho composition of Berrathon, Ossian.alone sorrired.*-— His son, Osear, also 
killed in battle, had been betrothed to Malvina, the daughter of Toecar, wtto 
had now in lits decline tEansfefred4o Qfsiia the darpt|oii she seemt to bav« 
entertained for Oscar, and to have been his gnlde and attendant to her 
death. ' ' 

Soon after this occorrence Berratbon opens with Ossfam's reflections on 
revisiting Lntha; the spot where he had habltnaUy accustomed 'Umself to 
meet Malvina, hot, missing her, he enquires of his attan4ant» Alpin, who 
commnnicates the intelligence. 

On this, after his own evloginm <hi Malvloa's nemory,1ie intrMhiees her 
to the "Valhalla" or Scandinavian PAradise, where FIngal andToscar re- 
ceive her; and lakes Ossian finm the mention of the latter hero, to recite 
the war of Berrathon, an Island on the Coast of Norway. 

Having related the clrcnmstances of this short and saecenfh] campaign, 
he reverts again to the praises of FIngal, and conelndes the wiwle In a stmin 
prophetic of, and r^Icing at his own approaching (Jissolation. 
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PSALM XXIII. 



My sheplierd i» the Lord — Vtrhose care ' 

His servant dirough the wild world leads, 
Midst want 'and gathering despair 

The hand that framed me saves and feeds : 
In pleasant glades, beside the streams, 

Earth's wanderer's heaven-ward path is spread. 
And fair that opening prospect seems, 

Beneath the Almighty lights that led. 

Or, if my way be through the vale 

Shadowed by death's tremendous wings, 

To thee, the staJBTthat cannot fail, 
My soul unhesitating clings. 
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Why should / fear the lonely path 
Sages and saints before me trod? 

Its terrors are, the name of death, 
The solace of the way — my Ood. 

Thou, though my frowning foes combine 

Before them spreadest my plenteous feast ; 
The hand that fills my cup is thine. 

Thine, Lord ! is all that makes me Meat* 
And ever, through life's lingering days, 

The same thy mercies still shall be ; 
The same my soul's unchanging praise — 

The same her hope and home in Thee. 
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FROM PSALM XXIX. 



* » 



What voice is this whose accents sweep 
Heard, o'er. tbe roaring of the dee{i? 
Above the waves and storin*wmd's breath, 
The " God of Glory" thundereth ! 
Be silent ! while that voice shall make 
The rooted cedars yield and break I 
While Lebanon and Sirion feel 
Their giant crags before it reel. 
Upon the waves, and iii the wind. 
Their mightier maker sits enshrined, 
The lightning flashes from his eye, 
In thunders roll his whispers by ! 
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FROM PSALM CXXXVII. 



By the waters of Babel we sate down and wept, 
For we thought of the hind where our fore&thors slept ; 
And our harps, to her praises so oft that had rang, 
On the willows that wept o'er the rivers we hung. 

Forgetting our sorrowis or mocking our pain 

The conquerors asked for a soft flowing strain. 

" Come sing us," exclaimed they, " ye fidlen ones, the 
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song, 
" That ye warbled your Solyma's temples among." 

Oh ! how should we sing ye the song of our God, 
In a land where the &nes of your Ashtaroth nod, 
Where the cursed Astarte and Belus reside, 
The Gods of your choice, in their temples of pride. 
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Oh ! Salem, if e'er I forget my own land 
Let me lose all the Bkill of my ready right hand ; 
Let this harp never more wake its accents of mirth, 
Should her music forget thee, dear land of my birth. 

Yet, daughter of Babel, the hour draws nigh. 

When these waters shall waft the wild voice of thy sigh, 

When the wrath of our God and the vengeance of 

heaven. 
Shall give thee to drink of the cup thou hast given. 

Yes, blest shall he come on the storms of that hour. 
Who shall raze thy proud walls in the rage of his 

power. 
And slaughter thy children, and stain with their blood 
The stones of thy ways, and thy desolate flood. 
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